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TWICE-TOLD TALES. 



LBOHNDS OF THE PBOVINOB HOXTSB. 



Horrs KuauxBAfis. 

UK^'INE dternDOii, list iDiiiiner, vhOo walking aloilg 
IB V''9I ^'''■iugton Street, mj tje vm tttncted bj « 
^u\"^'|','X] ugii-boord protruding over « nnrrov ucbvaj, 
ncftrlj apposite the Old South Cliuroh. Tba sign repre- 
Koted the front of » stalely cdiGce, wliicli wot duigiuted 
as tlie " Old Pbotimcb Hovsi, lc<^pt bj Tbomu WmU." 
I wni glad to be tliui reminded of a purpose, long enter- 
tained, of risitiug aiid mnibliug over Die maiuiou of the 
old rojal govcmcra of Mauacluuelts ; aod entering tho 
arched passage, vliieh penetrated tlirough the middle of 
a brick rov of sbopi, a few steps tnuuported ma from 
tlie busj boart of modem Boston into a small and m- 
eluded court-jard. One side of this apace vas oocnpied 
bj tbe squan front of tbe ProTiuoe Bouse, three atotiei 
h^, and surmounted hj a cupola, on the top of vhioh a 
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gflded Indian was dia0cl^nijUe,'>'vitli his bow bent and bii 
anow on ike atring, as if aimjng at the weatheroock on 
the apiie of the Old South. The figure has kept this at- 
titude for aerenty years or more, erer since good Deacon 
DrownCy a cunning canrer of vood, first stationed him on 
his long sentinel's tratch orer the city. 

The Province House b constructed of brick, which 
seems recently to have been ovcrUud with a coat of light- 
colored paint A flight of red freestone steps, fenced in 
by a balustrade of curiously wrought iron, ascends from 
the court-yard to the spacious porch, over which is a bal- 
cony, with an iron balustrade of similar pattern and work- 
manship to that beneath. These letters and figures — 
IG P. 8. 70 — are wrought into the iron-work of the 
balcony, and probably express the date of the edifice, 
with the initials of its founder's name. A wide door with 
double leaves admitted me into the luill or entry, on the 
qght of which is the entrance to the bar-room. 

It was in thb apartment, I presume, tliat the ancient 
governors held their levees, with vice-regal pomp, sur- 
fonnded by the military men, the councillors, the judges, 
and other officers of the crowu, while all the loyalty of 
the province thronged to do them honor. But tlie room, 
in its present condition, cannot boast even of faded mag- 
nificence. The panelled wainscot is covered with dingy 
paint, and acquires a duskier hue from the deep sliadow 
into which the Province House is thrown by the brick 
bkek that shuts it in from Washington Street. A ray 
of sunshine never visits this apartment any more than the 
ghre of the festal torches which have been extinguished 
Crom tlie era of the Revolution. The most venerable and 
ornamental object is a ohimney-piece set round with 
Dutch tiles of blue-figured China, xeprcsentmg scenes 
firoBS Sonptore; an4 for Augbt I know, the lady of 
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Pownall or Bernard may have sat beside this firephoe, 
and told her children the story of each bluo tile. A bar 
in modem style, well replenished with decanters, bottles, 
oigar-boxes, and network bags of lemons, and provided 
with a beer-pump and a soda-fount, extends along one 
side of the room. At my entrance, an elderly person 
was smacking his lips, with a seat which satisfied me that 
the cellars of the Province House still hold good liquor, 
though doubtless of other vintages tlian wcro quafieid by 
the old governors. After sipping a gloss of port sangaree, 
piepaitd by the skilful hands of Mr. Thomas Waite, I be- 
sought tliat worthy successor and representative of so 
many historic personages to conduct me over their time- 
honored mansiou. 

He readily complied ; but, to confess the truth, I was 
forced to draw strenuously upon my imagination, in order 
to find aught that was interesting in a house which, with- 
out its historic assoeiatious, would have seemed merely 
such a tavern as is usually favored by the custom o( 
decent city boarders and old-fashioned country gentb- 
The chambers, which were probably spacious in 



men. 



"former times, are now cut up by partitions, and subdi- 
vided into little nooks, each affording scanty room for 
the narrow bed and chair and dressing-table of a single 
lodger. Tlie great staircase, however, may be termed, 
without much hyperboh;, a feature of grandeur and mag- 
nificence. It winds througli the midst of the house 1^ 
fliglits of broad steps, each flight terminating in a square 
hwdiug-phce, whence the ascent is continued towards the 
eupoU. A carved balustrade, freshly painted m the lower 
stories, but growing dingier as we ascend, borders the 
stairoase witli its quaintly twisted and intertwined piUars^ 
from top to bottom. Up these stairs the military boots^ 
or perchanoe the gouty shoes, of many a governor hare 
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trodden, as the vcaren mounted to the onpola, vhicli 
afforded tlicm ao wide a view over their metropolii and 
the aurrounding oonutry. The cupob is an octagon, with 
aevcral windows, and a door opening upon the roof. 
From this station, as I pleased myself with imagining, 
^Gage maj have beheld his disastrous victory on Dunker 
Hill (unless one of the tri-mountaius intervened), and 
Howe have marked the approaches of Washington's be- 
sieging army ; although the buildings, since erected in 
the vicinity, have shut out almost every object, save the 
steeple of the Old South, which seems almost within 
arm's length. Descending from tlie cupohi, I paused in 
the garret to observe the ponderous white-oak frame- 
work, so much more massive than the frames of modem 
houses, and thereby resembling an antique skeleton. The 
brick walls, the materials of which were imported from 
HoUand, and the timbers of the mansion, are still as 
sound as ever; but the floors and other interior parts 
being greatly decayed, it is contemplated to gut the 
whole, and build a new house witliin the ancient frame 
and brick-work. Among other inconveniences of .the 
present edifice, mine host mentioned that any jar or 
motion was apt to shake down the dust of ages out 
of the ceiling of one chamber upon the floor of that 
beneath it. 

We stepped forth from the great front window into the 
balcony, where, in old times, it was doubtless Uie custom 
of the king's representative to show liimself to a loyal 
populace, requiting their husaas and tossed-up hats with 
•Utely bondings of hu dignified perMu. In those days» 
the fnmt of the Province House looked upon the street; 
and the whole site now occupied by tlie brick range of 
alorea, as well as the present conrt-yard, was kid out in 
g f ss- p la ts, overshadowed by trees and bordeied hj a 
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wrought-iron fence. Now, the oU aristocratic 
hides iU time-worn visage behind an upsUrt modem 
building ; at one of the back windows I observed some 
pretty tailorcsscs, sewing, and cliatting, and hughing^ 
with now and then a careless glance towards the balcony. 
Descending thence, we ognin entered the bar-room, where 
tlie elderly gcutUiman above mentioned, the smack of 
whose lips had spoken so favorably for Mr. Waite's good 
liquor, was still lounging in his chair. He seemed to be, 
if not a lodger, at least a familiar visitor of the house, 
who might be supposed to liave his regular score at the 
bar, his summer scat at the open window, and his pre- 
scriptivc corner at the winter's fireside. Being of a 
sociable aspect, I ventured to addi-css him with a remark, 
caleuktcd to draw forth his historical reminiscences, if 
any such were in hb mind ; and it gratified me U) dia- 
cover, that, between memory and tradition, the old gen- 
tleman was really possessed of some very pleasant gwsip 
about the Province House. The portion t* his talk which 
cliicfly interested me was the outline of the following 
legend. He professed to have received it at one or two 
removes from an eye-witness ; but this derivation, to- 
gcther with the bpse of time, must have afforded oppor^ 
tunitics for many variations of the imrrative ; so that» 
despairing of literal and absolute troth, I have not seni- 
pled to make such further changes as seemed conduciva 
to the reader's profit and delight 



At one of the entertainmenU given at the Province 
House, during the ktter part of the siege of Boston, 
there passed a scene which haa never yet been satts- 
faetorily exphined. The oiBcen of the British anqj. 
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and the lojal gentry of the pioTince. moat of whom were 

ooUccted withiu the bclcegured town. I""! been invited 

to a masked ball; for it was the policy of Sir William 

Howe to hide the distress and danger of the period, and 

the desperate aspeet of the siege, under an ostentation 

of festivity. The speetacle of this evenmg. if the old<^ 

members ofthe provincial court eirdo might be bchevcd. 

was the most gay and gorgeous affair tl"*^ had oecurr^ 

in the annals of the government. The brilliantly lighted 

apartmcnU were thronged with figures that seemed to 

Imve stepped from the dark canvas of historic portraits, 

or to have flitted forth from the magic pages of romance, 

or at least to have flown hither from one of tlie London 

theatres, without a eliange of garments. Steeled kuighU 

of Uie Conquest, bearded statesmen of Queen Elisabeth, 

and high-ruflksd Uidies of Iter court, wens mingled with 

characters of comedy, such as a party-colored Merry 

Andrew, jingling his cap and bells ; a Falstaff, wmostas 

provocative of hughter as his prototype; and a Don 

Quixote^ with a bean-pole for a bnoe and a pollid fora 

diield. . , 

But the broadest merriment was excited by a group 
of figures ridiculously dressed in old regimenlaU, which 
oeemed to have been purchased at a military rag-fair, or 
pilfered from some receptacle of the cast-off clollics of 
both tiio French and British armies. Portions of their 
ottiro Imd probably been worn at the siege of Louisburg, 
and the coats of most recent cut might have been rent 
and tattered by sword, ball, or bayonet, as long ago as 
Wolfe's victory. One of tlieso worthies— a tall, lank 
tffun, brandishing a rusty sword of immense longitude 
—purported to be no less a personage than General 
Goorse Wasbmgton; and the other principal officers of 
Oo Amenoan army, sock u Gatevi Lee, Putnam, Sehuy* 
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br. Ward, and Heath, were represented by similar scaro* 
crows. An interview in the mock-heroic style, between 
the rebel warriors and the British oommander-in-chie( 
was rooeived with immense apphiuse, which came loudest 
of all from the loyalists of the colony. There was one 
of the guests, however, who stood apart, eying these 
antics sternly and scornfully, at once with a frown and a 
bitter smile. 

It was an old man, formerly of high station and great 
repute in the province, and who had been a rery famous 
soldier in his day. Some surprise had been expressed, 
that a person of Colonel Joliffe's known whig principle^, 
though now too old to take an active part in the contest^ 
should have remained in Boston during the siege, and 
especially that he should consent to show himself in the 
mansion of Sir William Ilowe. But thitlier he had come, 
with a fair granddaughter under his arm ; and there^ 
amid all the mirth and buffoonery, stood this stem old 
figure, the bsst sustained cliaracter in the masqi^erade, b^ 
cause so well representing the antique spirit of lib native 
land. The .other guests affirmed that Colonel Joliffe's 
black puritanical scowl threw a shadow round about 
him; although in spite of his sombre influence, their 
gayety contuiued to bkise higher, like (an ominous 
comparison) the flickering brilliancy of a kmp which 
has but a little while to bum. Eleven strokes, full half 
an hour ago, had pealed from the clock of the Old South, 
when a ramor was eireubted among the company that 
some new spectacle or pageant was about to be exhibited, 
whioli should put a fitting close to the splendid fostivitiei 
of the night. 

«' Wliat new jest hu your Excellency in hand P*' asked 
the Bev. Mather Byles, whose Presbyterian scraples had 
not kept him from the eatertainment ''Trust ne^sii^ 
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I hafB dftadj langlied more than beseems my o\Mt, at 
joor Homeric ooniabulatioa with yonder ragamuffin gen- 
eral of the rebek. One other such fit of merriment^ and 
I must throw off my clerical wig and band.*' 

''Not so, good Dr. Bylcs," answered Sir William 
Howe; *Mf mirth were a crime, you had never gained 
yonr doctorate in divinity. As to this new foolcxy, I 
know no more about it than yourself; perhaps not so 
much. Honestly now. Doctor, have you not stirred up 
the sober brains of some of your countrymen to enact a 
scene in our masquerade P " 

''Perhaps,'' slyly remarked the granddaughler of Gol« 
onel Joliffc, whose high spirit had been stung by many 
taunts against New Enghuid, — " perimps we are to have 
a mask of all<^rieal figures. Victoiy, with trophies from 
Lexington and Bunker Hill, — Plenty, with her over* 
flowing liom, to typify the present abundance in this 
good town, — and Gloiy, wiUi a wreath for his Excel- 
leney's brow." 

Sir William Howe smiled at words which ho would 
have answered with one of his darkest frowns, had they 
been uttered by lips tlwt wore a beard. He was spared 
the necessity of a retort, by a singular interruption. A 
sound of music wus heard without tlio house, as if pro- 
ceeding from a full baud of military instnimcnf s stationed 
in the street, playing, not such a festal strain as was 
suited to the occasion, but a slow funeral march. The 
drums appeared to be muffled, and the trumpets poured 
fivth a wailing breath, which at once hushed the merri- 
ment of the auditors, filling all witli wonder and some 
with apprehension. The idea occurred to many, that 
cither^ lunend procession of some great personage had 
Aattcd in front of the Province House, or that a coipse, 
aanvdvci-covered aad gorgeous^ decorated coffiii» was 
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about to be borne from the portal. After listening a 
moment, Sir William Howe called, in a atom voice, to 
the leader of the musiciuis, who had liitherto enlivened 
the entertainment with gay and lightsome melodiea. 
The man was drum-major to one of the British regi- 
menU. 

"Dighton," demanded tlie general, "what means this 
foolery P Bid your band silence that dead march ; or, 
by my word, they shall have sufficient cause for their 
lugubrious strains I Silence it, sirrah ! " 

"Please your Honor," answered the drum-nmjor, 
whose rubicuud visage had lost all iU color, " the fault 
is none of mine. I and my baud are all here together; 
and I question whether tlicro be a man of us that could 
pbiy that march without booL I never heard it but 
once before, and Uiat was at the funeral of his late 
Majesty, King Gcoigc the Second." 

"Well, weU!" said Sir William Howe, recovering 
his composure ; " it is the prelude to some masquerad- 
ing antic. Let it pass." 

A figure now presented itself, but, among the many 
(antastic masks that were dis])erscd through the apart- 
mente, none could tell precisely from whence it came. 
It was a man in an old-fashioned dress of black aerge, 
and having tlic aspect of a steward, or principal domestic 
in the household of a nobleman, or great English hmd- 
holdor. Tliis figure advanced to the outer door of the 
mansion, and throwing both ite leaves wide open, with- 
drew a little to one side and looked back towards the 
grand staircase, u if expecting some person to descend. 
At the same time, the music in the street sounded a loud 
and doleful summons. The eyes of Sir William Howe 
and hia guesto being directed to the staircase, there 
appeared, on the uppermost landing-place that was dia- 
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oenuUe&om the bottom, aerewl pcnonages descending 
toward, the door. The foremost was a men of etem 
Tiswje, wearing a stecple^wncd hat and a skuUcap 
boi^h it ; a dark cloak, and huge wnnklcd boots tlmt 
eame half-way up hb legs. Under his arm was a rolled- 
HP banner, which seemed to be the banner of England. 
but stiangeW rent and torn ; he had a sword m his right 
band, and grasped a Bible in his left. The next figure 
was of milder aspect, jet full of dignity, wearing a broad 
ruff, OTcr which descended a beard, a gown of wrought 
▼elTct. and a doublet and hose of bkck satin. He car- 
ried a roU of manuscript in his hand. Close behind 
these two came a young man of very striking counte- 
nance and demeanor, with deep thought and oontcmpla- 
tion on hb brow, and perhaps a flash of eutliusiasm m 
Us eye. Hb garb, like that of hb predecessors, was of 
an antique fashion, and there was a stain of blood upon 
hb ruff. In the same group with these were three or 
four others, all men of dignity and eridcut command, 
and bearing themselves like personages who were accus- 
tomed to the gaae of the mulUludc. It was the idea of 
the beholders, that these figures went to join the myste- 
rious funeral that had halted in front of the Province 
House ; yet that supposition seemed to be contradicted 
by the air of triumph with which they waved their hands, 
as they crossed the threshold and vanbhed through the 

'^••In the Devffs name, what b thb?" muttered Sir 
William Howe to a gentleman beside him; "a pro- 
cession of the i^ioide judges of King Charles the 

■mityr?" 

'* These." said Cokmel Joliffe, breaking silence aUnost 
ibr the first time that evening, — " these, if I interpret 
them ari^ an the Fnritan governors,— the ruleia oi 
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the old, original democracy of Massachusetts. Endi- 
oott, with the banner from which he had torn the sym- 
bol of subjection, and Winthrop, and Sir Henry Yane. 
and Dudley, Haynes, BcUingliam, and Leverett" 

" Wliy had tliat young man a stain of blood upon hb 
mir? " asked Miss Joliffe. 

" Because, in after years," answered her grandfather, 
''he bid down the wisest head in Engbnd upon the 
block, for the priuciples of liberty." 

"Will not your Exoellenpy order out the guard?" 
whbpercd Lord Percy, who, with other Britbh ofllcen, 
had now assembled round tlie general "There may be 
a plot under thb mummery." 

" Tush ! we liave nothing to fear," candcssly replied 
Sir William Howe. " There can bo no worse treason in 
the matter than a jest, uid that somewhat of the dullest 
Even were it a sharp and bitter one, our best policy 
would be to bugh it off. See, hers come more of these 
gently." 

Another group of oliaraeton liad now partly descend- 
ed the staircase. The first was a vcnerablo and white- 
bearded patriarch, who cautiously felt hb way downward 
with a staff. Treading hastily behind him, and stretch- 
ing forth hb gauntlctcd Imud as if to grasp the old man's 
shoulder, came a tall, soldicr-Iike figure, equipped with 
a plumed cap of steel, a bright breastplate, and a long 
sword, which nttlcd against the stairs. Next was seen 
a stout man, dressed in rich and courtly attire, but not 
of courtly demeanor; his gait had the swinging motion 
of a seaman's walk ; and diancing to stumble on the 
staircase, he suddenly grew wrathful, and was heard to 
mutter an oath. He was followed by a noble-looking 
personage in a curled wig, snch as are represented in the 
portraits of Qneea Anne's time and earlbr; and the 
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breast of bis cost was deooiated witb an embroidered 
star. Wbik advancing to the door, he bowed to the 
ligbt luind and to the left, in a vciy gracious and insin- 
uating style; but as he crossed the thresliold, unlike the 
earlj Puritan goTernors, he seemed to wring his hands 
with sorrow. 

" Prithee, play the part of a chorus, good Dr. Bylcs»" 
said Sir William Howe. *' Wliat worthies are these P " 

** If it please your Excellency, tliey lived somewhat 
before my day/' answered the Doctor; "but doubtless 
our friend, the Colonel, has been hand in glove with 
them." 

"Hieir living faces I never looked upon," said Colonel 
Joliflfc, gravely ; " although I have spoken face to (ace 
witli many rulcra of this land, and shall greet yet another 
witli an old man's blessing, ere I die. But we talk of 
these figures. I take the venerable patriareh to be Brad- 
street, the last of tlio Puritans, who was governor at 
ninety, or 1 hereabouts. The next is Sir Edmund Audros, 
a tyrant, as any New Enghuid schoolboy will tell yon ; 
and therefore tlio people cast him down from his high scat 
into a dungeon. Tiicn comes Sir William Phipps, shep- 
herd, cooper, sea-captaiu, mid governor: may many of 
his countfymcn rise as high, from as low an origin I 
LM(ly> you saw the gracious Earl of Bcllamont» who 
ruled us under King William." 

"But what is the meaning of it all?" asked Lord 
Percy. 

" Now, were I a rebel," said Miss Joliifc, half aloud, 
"I roigiit (aney tlmt the gliosts of these ancient govern- 
ors lisd been summoned to form the funeral procession of 
vqral authority in New Eiigfamd." 

Several other fignrss were now seen at the turn of the 
g taiwas e. Iheoiieiaadvanoahadathoughtful»aazious» 
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and somewhat crafty expression of face ; and in spite of 
his lodiuess of manner, which was evidently the result 
both of an ambitious spirit and of long eontiuuauce in 
high stations, he seemed not iucapuhle of cringing to a 
greater tliau himself. A few steps behind came an officer 
in a scarlet and embroidered uniform, cut in a foshioii old 
enough to have been worn by the Duke of Marlborough. 
His nose had a rubicund tinge, which, together wilh the 
twinkle of his eye, niiglit luive marked him as a lover of 
the wine-cup and good-fellowship ; not witlistandiug which 
tokens, he appeared ill at ease, and often ghinced around 
him, as if appreiicnsivo of sonic secret mischief.- Next 
came a portly gcullenian, wearing a coat of shaggy doth, 
lined with silken velvet ; he Imd sense, slirewducss, and 
humor in his face, and a folio volume uudcr his arm ; but 
his aspect was that of a man vexed and tormented beyond 
all patience and liarasscd almost to dcatli. He went 
lu&stily down, and was followed by a dignified perK>n« 
dressed in a purple velvet suit, with very rich embroidery ; 
his demeanor would have possessed nmeh stateliuess, only 
that a grievous fit of the gout eonipclled him to hobble 
from stair to stair, with contortions of face and body. 
When Dr. Bylcs beheld this figure on the staircase, he 
shivered as with an ague, but continued to watch him 
steadfastly, until the gouty gentleman had reached the 
threshold, made a gesture of anguish and despair, and 
Tanishcd into the outer gloom, whither the funeral muiio 
summoned him. 

" Governor Belcher f — my old patron ! — in his veiy 
shape and dress ! " gasped Dr. Byles. " This is an awful 
mockeiy!" 

"A tedious foolery, rather," said Sir William Howe^ 
with an air V indifierenoe. "But who wen the three 
that preceded him?" 
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"GoTeraor Dudl^, a eiuming politieiaii, — yet his 
craft onoe brought him to a prison/' replied Colonel 
JoUfle; "GoTemor 8hute» formcrlj a colonel under 
Marlborough, and whom the people frightened out of the 
proTuoe ; and learned Governor Bumet» whom the Legis- 
lature tormented into a mortal fever." 

"Methuiks they wera miserable men» these royal 
governors of Massachusetts/' observed Miss JoliiTe. 
** Heavens, how dim the light grows ! " 

It was certainly a (act tliat Uic hirge lamp which illa« 
minatcd the staircase now burned dim and duskily : so 
that several figures, which passed hastily down the stairs 
and went forth from the porch, appeared rather like 
shadows than persons of fleshly substance. Sir William 
Howe and his guests stood at the doors of the contigu- 
ous apartments, watching the progress of this singular 
pageant, with varioiu emotions of anger, contempt, or 
half-acknowledged fear, but still with an aiiiious curios- 
ity. Tlic slia|Yes, which now seemed Inslcniiig to join the 
mysterious procession, were recognised rather by striking 
peculiarities of dress, or broad ciiaractcristics of manner, 
than by any perceptible rcsembhinoe of features to their 
prototypes. Their faces, indeed, were invariably kept in 
deep sludow. But Dr. Byles, mid other gcnlkmen who 
had long been familiar with the successive rulers of tite 
province, were heard to whisper the names of Shirley, of 
Pownall, of Sir Francis Bernard, and of the well-rcmcm^ 
bered Hutchinson; thereby confessing that the actors, 
whoever tliey might be, in this spectral mardi of govern- 
ors, liad succeeded in putting on some distant portrbiture 
of the real peraonages. As they vanished from the door, 
■till did these shadows toss their arms into tlie gloom 
of niglit, with a dread eipression of woe. Following^ 
ihe asimio iq^resentativa of Hutchinson came a militaiy 
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tgan, holding before his fiMse the codced hat whidi ha 
had taken from his powdered head; but his epaulets and 
other insignia of rank were those of a geaeral officer; 
and something in his mien reminded the beholden of one 
who had recently been masterof the Province Hoase,and 
ehiefofallthehuid. 

'*Tha shape of Gage, as true as in a looking-glasi 1 " 
eidaimed Lord Perey, turning pale. 

'* No, sttrely," cried Miss Joliffe. hiugliing hysterically ; 
'Mt couU not be Gage, or Sir William would have greeted 
his old comrade in arms! Perhaps he will not suHier the 
next to psss unchallenged." 

** Of that be assured, young lady," answered Sir Wil- 
liam Howe, fixing his eyes, with a very marked expression, 
upon the iumiovabic vuMge of her grandfather. ** I have 
hag enough dehyed to pay tlie ceremonies of a host to 
tliese departing guests. The next that takes his leave 
shall receive due courtesy." 

A wild and dreary buret of music came through the 
o|)cn door. It seemed as if tlio procession, which had 
been gradually filling up its ranks, were now about to 
move, and that this loud peal of the wailing trumpets, 
and roll of the mufHed drums, were a call to some loiterer 
to nmke haste. Many eyes, by an irresistible impulse, 
were turned upon Sir William Howe, as if it were he 
whom the dreary music summoned to the funeral of de- 
parted power. 

" See ! — here comes the last !" whbpered Miss Joliil^ 
pointing her tremulous finger to the stairPMC 

A Qgure had oome into view as if descending the 
stain; although so dnsky was the region whence it 
emerged, some of the speetaton fimded that they had 
seen this human shape suddenly moulding itself amid 
the gloom. Downwvd the igm came, with a statdj 
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and imiTtial tread, and leadiing the lovest stair vas ob- 
aenred to be a tall man, booted and wrapped in a mili- 
tary cloak, vliich was drawn up around the fuee so as 
to meet Uie flapped brim of a laced Imt. Tlie features, 
therefore, were completely hidden. But tlie British oifi. 
oen deemed that thcjr had seen that military cloak be- 
fore, and even recognized the fmyed embroidery on the 
ooUar, as well as the gilded scabbard of a sword which 
protruded from the folds of the cloak, and glitteitsd in 
a vivid gleam of light. Apart from these trifling par- 
tieuhirs, tliere were dmroetcristics of gait and bearing 
which impelled the wondering guests to glance from 
the shrouded figure to Sir William Ilowe, as if to sat- 
isfy themselves that their host had not suddenly vanished 
from the midst of tltom. 

With a dark flush of wrath upon his brow, they saw 
the gcttcml draw his sword and advance to meet the 
figure in the cloak before the kttcr had stepped one 
pace upon the floor. 

"Villain, unmufllo yourself!" cried he. ''You pass 
no farther!" 

The %ure, without blenching a hair's-brcadth from 
the swoid which was pointed at bis breast, made a 
sokron pause and lowered the cape of the cloak from 
about his face, yet not sufliciently for the spectators to 
catch a glimpse of it. But Sir William Howe had evi- 
dently seen enough. The sternness of his countenance 
gave place to a look of wild amaaement, if not horror, 
while he recoiled several steps from the figure, and let 
fidl his sword upon the floor. The martial shape again 
drew the cloak about his features and passed on; but 
naching the threshold, with his baek towards the speo- 
UUun, he was seen to stamp his foot and sliake his 
dinehed hands in the air. It was afterwards affinned 
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that Sir William Howe had repeated that self-same ges. 
ture of rage and sorrow, when, for the Ust time, and 
as the last royal governor, he passed through the portal 
of the Province House. 
'* Hark ! — the procession moves," said Miss Joliife.^ 
The music was dying away along the street, and its 
dismal stitdns were mingled with the kueli of midnight 
from the steeple of the Old South, and with the roar of 
artillery, which announced that the beleaguering army 
of Wasitington had intrenched itself u^iou a nearer height 
than before. As the deep boom of the cannon smote 
upon his ear. Colonel JoUfle raised himself to the full 
height of his aged form, and smiled sternly on the Btit. 

ish general. 

" Would your Excellency inquire further into the mys- 
tery of the imgcaut ? " said ho. 

" Take care of your gray head ! " cried Sir William 
Howe, ficroely, though with a quivering lip. " It has 
stood too long on a traitor's shoulders 1 " 

" You must make haste to chop it off, then," calmly 
replied the Colonel ; " for a few hours longer, and not 
all the power of Sir William Howe, nor of his master, 
shall cause one of these gray hairs to fall The empire 
of Britain, in this ancient province, is at its bst gasp 
to-uiglit; almost while I speak it b a dead corpse; 
and methinks the shadows of the old governors are fit 
mourners at its funeral ! " 

With these words Colonel Joliffe threw on bis doak, 
and drawing his granddaughter's arm within his own, 
retired from tlie last festival that a Britbh ruler ever 
held ui the old province of Massachusetts Bay. It was 
supiKMcd that the Colonel and the young hidy possessed 
some secret intelligence in regard to the mysterious 
pageant of that night. However this might be, suob 
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knowledge Las neTer beoome general The acton In 
the soeue have Tauished into deeper obscurity than even 
that wild Indian band who scattered the cai^goes of the 
tea-ships on the waves, and gained a pkce in liistoiy, 
jet left no names. But superstition, among other legends 
of this mansion, repeats the wondrous talc, that on the 
anniversary night of Britain's discouiGturc, the gliosts 
of the ancient governors of Massachusetts still glide 
through the portal of the Province liousc. And, hist 
of all, comes a flgure shrouded in a military cloak, toss- 
ing his clinched hands into the air, and stamping his 
iron-shod boots uix>n the broad freestone steps with a 
sembhmce of feverish dcs[iair, but without the sound of 
a foot-tramp. 



When the truth-telling accents of the elderly gentle- 
man were hushed, I drew a long breath and IfMikcd 
lound the room, striving, with the best energy of my 
imagination, to throw a tinge of romance and historic 
grandeur over the realities of the scene. But my nos- 
trils snulfed up a scent of cigar-smoke, clouds of which 
the narrator had emitted by way of visible cmbleiii, I 
suppose, of the nebulous obscurity of his talc. More- 
over, my gorgeous fantasies were wofully disturbed by 
the rattlmg of the spoon in a tumbler of whiskey punch, 
which Mr. Thomas Waite was mingling for a customer. 
Nor did it add to the picturesque appearance of the pan- 
elled walls, that the sUto of the Brookline stage was 
snspended against them, instead of the armorial es- 
entcheon of some (ar-dcscended governor. A stage- 
driver sat at one of the wuidows^ reading a penny paper 
of the day, — the Boston Times» — and presenting a %• 
m which oonld nowise be brought into a^y piotuie of 
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"Times m Boston," seventy or a hundred years ago. 
On the window-seat lay a bundle, neatly done up ia 
brown paper, the direction of which I had the idle curi- 
osity to read. " Miss Susan Huogixs^ at the Pbotivcb 
HousB." A pretty chambermaid, no doubt. In truth, 
it is desperately hard work, when wo attempt to throw 
the spell of hoar antiquity over localities with which 
the living world, and the day that is passing over us, 
have auglit to do. Yet, as I ghinecd at the stately stair- 
ease, down which the procession of the old governors 
had descended, and as I emerged througli the venerable 
portal, whence their figures had preceded me, it glad- 
dened me to be conscious of a thrill of awe. Then 
diving through the narrow arohway, a few strides trans- 
ported me into the densest throng of Washington Streeb 




TOU IX. 



mgmtpi^tmmm^'i^mmt^iirmf^^''**^* m iuiwjiiNpi^«wa|i 




■ w ■i» p pw>w^w^w^P'**<mpi»'^i*rwwyii|yi|ffi y ^ ^i ii i '* ' 



i I 




BDWARD EAND0LPH*8 POfiTEAIT. 



27 




LEGENDS OP THE PROVINCE HOUSE. 

IL 

mwASD ULmoufWB pobtbah. 

[HE old legendary guest of (he Province House 
abode in my remembrance from midsummer till 
January. One idle evening, Inst winter, confi- 
dent that lie would be found in thesnugi^st comer of the 
bar-room, I resolved to pay him another visit, hoping to 
deserve well of my countiy by snatching from oblivion 
some else unheard-of Hict of history. The night was 
chill and raw, and rendered boisterous by almost a gale 
of wind, which whistled along Washington Street, caus- 
ing the gaslights to flare and flicker within the lamps. 
As I hurried onward, my fancy was busy with a comjiar- 
ison between the present aspect of the' street, and that 
which it probably wore when the British governors in- 
habited the mansion whither I was now going. Brick 
edificoi in those times were few, till a succession of de* 
structive fires had swept, and swept again, the wooden 
dwellings and wareltouses from the most populous quar- 
ters of tlie town. The buildings stood insulated and in- 
dependent, not, as now, merging their separate existcnoes 
into eonaectad nuige% with a front of tiitsome identity, 



but each posscssmg features of its own, as if tho own- 
er^s individual taste had sha|)ed it, and the whole pre- 
senting a picturesque irregularity, the absence of which 
is hardly compensated by auy beauties of our modem 
architecture. Such a scene, dimly vanishing from the 
eye by the ray of here and there a tallow candle, glim- 
mcring through tho small panes of scattered windows, 
would form a souibro contnut to tho street as I belield 
it, with the gaslights blazing from comer to comer, flam- 
ing within the shops, and throwing a noonday brightness 
through the huge plates of glass. 

But the bbck, lowering sky, as I turned my eyes 
upward, wore, doubtless, the same visage as when it 
frowned upon the antc-Rcvolutionary New-Euglauderi. 
The wintry blast had the same shriek tlmt was familiar 
to their ears. The Old South Churoh, too, still pointed 
its antique s]>irc into the darkness, and was lost between 
earth and heaven ; mid as I passed, its clock, which ha4 
warned so many generations how transitory was their 
lifetime, spoke heavily and slow the samo unregarded 
moral to myself. "Only seven o'clock," tliought 1. 
"My old friend's legends will scaroely kill the hours 
'twixt this and bedtime." 

Passing through tho lurrow arch, I crossed the court- 
yard, the conflncd precincts of which were mado visible 
by a huitcrn over the portal of the Province House. On 
entering the bar-room, I found, as I expected, tlio old 
tradition-monger seated by a special good fire of anthra- 
cite, compelling clouds of smoke from a corpulent cigar. 
Ho recognized me with evident pleasure; for my nun 
properties as a patient Ibtener invariably make me a 
iavorito with elderiy gentlemen and kdies of narrative 
propensities. Drawing a olmir to tho flro, I desired 
mine host to iavor us with a ghias apiece of whiskey 
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pnneh^ wbicih was speedSy prepared, steaming hot, witli 
a slice of lemou at Uie bottom, a dark red stratum ot 
port wine upon the surface, and a sprinkling of nutmeg 
strewn over all As we touclicd our glasses together, 
mj legendary friend made himself known to me as Mr. 
BeU Tidauy ; and I rejoiced at the odditj of the nnmc^ 
because it gave his imago and character a sort of Individ- 
valitj in mj conception. Tlio old gentleman's drought 
acted as a solvent upon his mcmorj, so that it over- 
flowed with tales, traditions, anecdotes of famous dead 
people, and traits of ancient maniusrs, some of wliich 
were childish as a nurse's luUabj, while othen might 
have been worth tlie notice of the grove historian. 
Nothing impressed mo more than a stoiy of a black mys* 
tcrious picture, which used to lumg in one of the cham* 
ben of the Province House, directly above the room 
where we were now sitting. The following is as correct 
a TcrMon of the fact as tlie reader would be likely to ob- 
tain from any other source, although, assuredly, it has ft 
tinge of romance approaching to the marvellous. 



In one of the apartments of the Province House there 
was long preserved an aucicnt picture, the froine of 
which was as black as ebony, and the canvas itself so 
dark with age, damp, and smoke, that not a touch of the 
painter's art could be discerned. Time had thrown an 
impenetrabh) veil over it, and left to tradition and fable 
and conjecture to say wliat had once been there por- 
trayed. During the rule of many successive governon 
it had hung, by prescriptive and uudisputcd right, over 
the mantcl-pieoe of the same chamber ; and it still kept 
its place when lieutenant-Govemor Hutchinson assumed 
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the administration of the province, on the departure of 
Sir Francis Bernard. 

The Lieutenant-Governor sat, one afternoon, resting 
his head against tiie carved back of his stately arm-chair, 
and gazing up thoughtfully at the void blackness of the 
picture. It was scarcely a time for such inactive musing, 
wlicu affoira of tlie deepest moment required the ruler's 
decision ; for, within that very hour, Hutchinson liad re- 
ceived intelligence of the arrival of a British ttcot, bring- 
ing three rrgimcnts from Halifax to overawe the in- 
subonlination of the people. These troops awaited hb 
permission to occupy the fortress of Castle William and 
the town itself. Yet, instead of affixing his signature to 
an official order, there sat the Lieutenant-Governor, so 
carefully scrutinizing the black waste of canvas, that his 
demeanor attracted tlie notice of two young persons who 
attended him. One, wearing a military dress of buff, 
was his kinsman, Francis Lincoln, the Provincial Cap- 
tarn of Castle William ; the other, who sat on a low stool 
beside his chair, was Alice Vane, his favorite niece. 

She was cbd entirely in white, a pale, ethereal crea* 
tnre, who, though a native of New England, had been 
educated abroad, and seemed not merely a stranger from 
another dime, but almost a being from another worid. 
For several yeara, until loft an orphan, she had dwelt 
with her father in sunny Italy, and there had acquired a 
taste aud enthusiasm for sculpture and painting, which 
she found few opportunities of gratifying in the undeco- 
nted dwellings of the colonial gentry. It was said that 
the early productions of her own pencil exhibited no 
inferior genius, though, perhaps, the rude atmosphere of 
New England had cramped her hand, and dimmed the 
glowing colore of Iier fancy. But obsenriog her uncle's 
steadfast gase, which appeared to search through tlie mist 
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of jean to discover the subject of the pictare, lier eoA 

oeitj yna excited. 

«• U it known, my dear uncle," inquired she, " what 
this old picture once represented P Possibly, could it 
be made visible, it might prove a masterpiece of some 
great artist; else, why has it so long heW such a con- 
spicuous pkcc?*' 

As her uncle, contrary to his usual custom (for he 
was as atUiilivo to all the humors and caprices of 
Alice OB if she lind been his own l>c»l-l)clovcd child), 
did not iiniiicdiulily n'ply, Iho young ciiplaiii of Cusllo 
William took tliut office u|K)Ii himself. 

••This dark old square of canvas, my fair cousin,*' 
said he, " has been an heirloom in the Province House 
from tiine immemorial. As to the painter, I can tell you 
notliing; but if half the stories told of it be true, not 
one of the great Italian masters Ims ever produced so 
marvellous a piece of work as that before you." 

Captain Lincoln proceeded to rebte some of the 
strange fables and fantasies, which, as it was impossible 
to refute them by ocular demonstration, had grown to 
be articles of popukr belief, in reference to this old 
picture. One of the wildest, and at the same time the 
best accredited accounts, stated it to be an original and 
autlicntic portrait of the Evil One, taken at a witch 
meeting near Saksm ; and that its strong and terrible 
resembhuiee liad been confirmed by several of the con- 
fessing wiaards and witches, at their trial, in open court 
It was likewise affirmed Uiat a familiar spirit, or demon, 
abode behind the bbekness of the picture, and had shown 
himself at seasons of public calamity,, to more than one 
of the royal governors. Shirley, for instance, had bo- 
hdd this ominous apparition, on the eve of Qenend 
Abenramhi^a shameful and Uoo^y defeat uader the 
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walls of Tioonderoga. Many of the servants of the 
Province House had cauglit glimpses of a visage frown- 
ing down upon them, at morning or evening twilight, 
or in the depths of night, wliile raking up the ^to that 
glimmered on tlie hearth beneath ; althougii, if any were 
bold enough to hold a toreh before the picture, it would 
appear as black and uudistinguishable as ever. The oU- 
est inhabitant of Boston rc«>lleeted that his father, in 
whoso days the portrait liod not wholly faded out of 
siglit, had oiieo lix)kcd u|xiu it, but M'ould never sulfer 
bimNcIf to 1)0 qiicsliuurd us to the fnco which was there 
reprcsiMilcd. In eouitcctiou with such stories, it was 
remarkable that over the top of the frame there were 
some ragged remnants of bhick silk, indicating that a 
veil had formerly hung down before the picture, until 
the duskiness of time liad so effectually concealed it. 
But, after all, it was the most singukr part of the aflTair, 
that so many of the pompous governors of Massachu- 
setts had allowed the obliterated picture to remain in 
the state chamber of tlie Province House. 

'•Some of these fables are really awful," observed 
Alice Vane, who had occasionally shuddered, as well as 
smiled, wliile her cousin spoke. "It would bo almost 
worth while to wipe away tlie black surface of the 
canvas, since the original picture can hardly be so for- 
midable as those which fancy paints instead of it.'* 

•' But would it be possible," inquired her cousin, *'to 
restore this dark picture to its pristiiu) hues f " 

•• Such arts are known in Italy," said Alice. 

The Lieutenant-Governor liad roused himself from 
bis abstracted mood, and listened with a smile to the 
oonversation of his young reUtives. Yet his voice had 
something peculiar in its toncs^ when he undertook the 
explanation of the mystery. 
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thon^li lome of his blood runs in inj Toini— has filled 
our earlj lialorj with old wumeu'i tales, u finoiful ud 
dtravapmt ui ihoso of Greeca or Korae," 

•' Aiid vet." wliispsred Alica Vnne. " may nol luch 
fables haie a moral T Aud, mclUinlst, if llie vUago 
of this pnrlralt bo lo dreadful, it is not without a 
cause lliat it has liun; so loiij in a clumber of U» 
Pro»iiico lluuss. Wlieu the rulers fwl themsehes irro- 
spoasihle, it vera well that I hey sliould be temiaded vt 
the awful wdght of a psoplo's curse." 

Ths Liniiteuant-GoTenior started, and (psed for a mo- 
ment at III) uirce, as if her girlish fantasies hod struck 
npoa »om3 faclius in Iiis own breasi, which all liis pol- 
icy or priiwlplcs conld uot entirely subdue. He knew, 
indeed, that Alice, in spite of lier forei^ cducatioi^ 
reUi».-d ihe native sympathies ofa New England girl. 

" Pcac^ silly child." cried he, at last. mor» harshly 
than In hid ever before addressed the (pnllo Alice. 
"Tlie rebuke of a king is more to be drend:!d than the 
clamor iif a wild, niisgui did multitude. Captain Lincoln, 
it is d^idjd. The fortress of Castle Willbm must be 
occupied by tlio lloyal troops. The two renuiining regi- 
ments sliall be billeted in the town, or encamped upon 
the CimiiHon. It is limi, after years of tumult, and 
almost rchjUion, tlat his Majesty's government should 
kave a wall of strength about it." 

"Tnisl, sir,— trust yet awhile to the loyalty of the 
people." said Captain Lincoln i " nor teaeh them tliat 
ihey cau ever be on other terms with Brilbh soIdier« 
Uiau llris3 ot brothoriiood, as when tliey fought side by 
side Ihrtiiij!! llie French war. Do not convert the street! 
ofyouruativotown intoacamp. Thmktwioe before yen 
give up old Castle William, the key of the province, into 
fltlwi keepinjT than that of Inie^tom New-EngUuKLen.'* 
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-Young man. it if decided," repeated Hutclimsoii. 
liiing from bis chair. " A British officer will be in 
attcudance lliis evening to receive the necessary instruc 
tions for the disposal of the troops. Your presence also 
will bo remiircd. Till then, farcwcU." 

With these voids the Lieutcnaut-Govemor hastily left 
the room, while Alice and her cousin more slowly fol- 
lowed, whbpcriiig together, and once pausing to glance 
back at the mysterious picture. The Captain of CasUc 
William fancied tl«t the girl's air and mien were such as 
miglit have belonged to one of those spirits of fable-- 
fairies, or creatures of a more antique mythology — who 
•ometimes mingled their agency with mortal affairs, lialf 
in caprice, yet with a sensibility to human weal or woe. 
As he held the door for her to pass, Alice beckoned to 
the picture and smiled. 

••Come forth, dark and evil Shape ! " cncd she. It 

is thine liour ! " • „ . » . * 

In the evening, Lieutenant-Governor Ilutclnnson «a 
in the same chamber wlicro the foregoing scene liad 
occurred, surrounded by scvcmi persons whose various 
btcrests had summoned than together. There were t he 
Selectmen of Boston, plain, patriarelial fathm of tlio 
people, cjccellent representatives of the old puritanical 
founders, whose sombre strength had sUmpcd so deep 
in impress upon the New England character. Contrast- 
bff wiUi these were one or two members of CouncU, 
richly dressed in the white wigs, the embroidered waist- 
coats, and oilier magninecnee o^ the time, and making a 
somewhat oatentotious disphy of conrticr-like ocremomaL 
In aUcndance, likewise, was a major of the Bntisli army, 
awaiting the Lieutenant-Governor's orders for theland- 
inir of the troops, which still remained on board the 
tnuisporta. The Captain of Castle William stood beside 
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Hutchinson's chair, witii fo!dcd anns, glancing nther 
hauglilily at the British officer, by whom lie was soon to 
be superseded in his comiiiaiid. On a table, in the cen- 
tre of the chamlxsr, stood a branched silver candlestick, 
throwing down tho glow of half a dusen wax-Lgiits upon 
a paper apparently ready fur tho Lieutcnaut-Gjvcmor'a 
signature. 

Partly shrouded in the voluminous folds of one of the 
wiiidow^urt'iins, wlucli fell from the ceiling to the floor, 
was scusii tho wliito drapery of a kdy's robe. It iimy 
appear strange that Alice Vane should have been thcrOy 
at such a time; but tlicre was something so childlike, so 
wayward, in her singular character, so apart from ordi- 
nary rules, tliat her presence did not suqiriso the few who 
noticed it. Meantime, the cliainnaii of the Selectmen 
was addressing to the Lieutenant-Governor a long and 
solemn protest against the reception of the British troops 
into the town. 

''And if your Honor," concluded this excellent but 
somewhat prosy old gentleman, " shall see fit to persist 
in bringing tlicso mcrecnary sworders and inuskotocrs 
into our quiet streets, not on our heads ho tho rcsponsi* 
bility. Think, sir, while there is yet time, that if one 
drop of blood be shed, that blond shall bo an eternal 
stain upon your Honor's memory. You, sir, have writ- 
ten, with an able pen, tlio deeds of our forefathers. Tho 
more to be desired is it, therefore, that yourself should 
deserve honorable mention, as a true patriot and upright 
ruler, when your own doings shall be written down in 
history." 

"I am not insensible, my good sir, to the natural do- 
sire to stand well in tho annals of my couutiy," replied 
Hutchinson, oontrolling his impatience into courtesy, 
''nor know I any better method of attaining that end 




mp.pisii| 



tm «i.Mii ii-^«uw.<i 



im^tmmfmmffmf^m'^m' 



■•*r 



•W^WP" 



p » aw i f^nw— —^ 



mm 



m^r 



! ^i 
■ V 

• « 












i 



i < 



• j 



^ ^ 



\ 






1' I 



. I 



' 



86 



TWIOX-TOLD TAIiBS. 



than bj withstanding the merely temponxy spirit of 
mtscbieft whicb« with your pardon, seems to have infceted 
elder men Uian mjsdf. Would you have mo wait till 
the mob shall sack the Proviuoo House, as they did my 
private mansion? Trust roe, sir, the time may come 
when you will be glad to flee for protection to the King's 
banner, the rabing of which u now so distasteful to you." 

*'Yfs,*' said tlie British major, who was impatiently 
expecting the Lieuteiuint-Govemor's orders. " The dem- 
agogues of this provuice have raised the devil, and cannot 
lay him again. Wo will cxordse him, in God*s namo 
and the King's." 

*' If you meddle with the Devil, lake earo of his claws ! " 
answered the Captain of Castle William, stirred by the 
taunt against his countrymen. 

*' Craving your pardon, young sir," said the venerable 
Selectman, " let not an evil spirit enter uito your words. 
Wo will strive against the oppressor with prayer and 
lasting, as our forefatliera would have done. Like them, 
moreover, we will submit to wliatever lot a wise Provi- 
dence may scud us, — always, after our own best cser- 
taons to amend it." 

'*And there peep forth the Devil's claws!" muttered 
Hutchinson, who well undentood the nature of Puritan 
submission. " This matter shall Im expedited forthwith. 
Wlicu there shall be a sentinel at every comer, mid a 
court of guard before the town-house, a loyal grnticmaa 
may venture to walk abroad. What to me is the outciy 
of a mob, in this remote province of tho realm P Tlie 
King is my master, and EngUnd is my country I Upheld 
hj their armed strength, I set my foot upon the rabble* 
■ad defy them ! " 

He snatched a pen, and was about to affix his sigimtum 
to the paper thai ligr on tho table* whea the Captain ot 
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Ow^e William plaeed his hand upon his shoulder. The 
freedom of the action, so contrary to the ceremonious 
respect which was Uicn considered due to rank and dig. 
mty, awakened general surprise, and in none more than 
in the Lieutenant-Governor himself. Looking angrily 
up, he pereeived that bis young reUUve was pointing his 
finger to the opposite wall. Hutchinson's eye foUowed 
the s^al ; and he saw. what l»d hitherto been unob. 
served, that a black silk curtain was suspended befom 
the mysterious picture, so as completely to conceal it. 
H« thoughts immediately recurred to the scene of the pre. 
cedmg aAemoon ; mid, in his surprise, confused by indis- 
tmet emotions, yet scusibic that his niece must Iwve had 
•n agency in this phenomenon, ho called loudly upon her 

"Alice!— come hitiier, Alice!" 

No sooner hod he spoken tlian Alice Vane glided from 
her station, mid pressing one hand across her eyes, with 
Uie other snatched away the sable curtain timt concealed 
the portnuL An exehmation of surprise bunt from 
every beholder; but tho Lieutenant-Governor's voice had 
a tone of horror. 

"Bj llwcn." Mid he. in » low. inwinl mnrmor, 
yeaktug rather to himself than to those aroaud him. "if 
tlie spmt of Edward Bandolph were to appear amoi^ va 
from the place of torment, lie oould not wear more of the 
terrors of hell upon his fine I " 

"For some wise end." «iid the aged Selectman, sol- 
emnly, hath Prov.dc,M!e seattered away the mist of years 
Uurt had so long hid thu dreadful effigy. Until this boor 
no hvuig man liath seen what we behold ! " 

Within the antique fnune, wtiieh so neentlr had ea. 
Closed a ttble waste of canras. now appeared a risible 
plctn^^ still dark, indeed, in ite hues and shadings, but 
thrown ibrwud m strong nliet It wu a half^ength 
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fignre of a gentleman in a rich, but very old-fasliioned 
dress of embroidered velvet, with a broad ruff and a 
beard, and vcariug a liat, the brim of which over- 
shadowed his forclicad. Beneath this cloud the eyes liad 
a peculiar glare wliich was almost life-like. The whole 
portrait started so distinctly out of the background, that 
it had the effect of a person looking down from the wall 
at the astonished and awe-stricken spectators. Tiie ex- 
pression of the face, if any words can convey an idea of it» 
was tliat of a wretch detected in some hideous guilt, and 
exposed to the bitter lutrrd and laughter and withering 
acorn of a vast surrounding multitude. There was the 
struggle of dcflancc, beaten down and overwhcIu)cd by 
the crushing weight of ignominy. Tito torture of the 
soul liad cumc forth n|)on the couutcnancc. It seemed 
as if the picture, while hidden behind the cloud of imme- 
morial years, had been all the time acquiring an intcnscr 
depth and darkness of expression, till now it gloomed 
forth again, and threw its evil omen over the present 
hour. Sucli, if the wild legend may be eredlled, was the 
portrait of Edward Bandolph, as he appeared when a 
people's curse had wrought its influence upon his nature. 

''T would drive mc mad, — that awful face!" said 
Hutclunson, who seemed fascinated by the contemplation 
of it 

" Be warned, then ! " whispered Alice. " lie trampled 
on a people's rights. Behold liis punishment — and avoid 
a crime like his I " 

The Lieutenant-Governor actually trembled for an in- 
stant; but« exerting his energy, — which was not» how- 
ever, his most oharscteristic feature, — lie strove to shake 
off the spell of Uaudolph's countenance. 

"Girl! "cried be» laughing bitterly, as he turned to 
Alioc^ "have you broug^ hither your painter's art» — 



your Italian spirit of intrigue, — your tricks of stage effeot^ 
— and tlimk to influence the councils of rulers and the 
a&irs of nations by such shallow contrivances? See 
here ! " 

** Stay yet awhile,'^; said the Selectman, as Hutchinson 
again snatched the pen; "for if ever mortal man re- 
oeivcd a warning from a tormented soul, your Ilonor is 
that man ! " 

"Away!" answered Hutchinson, fiercely. "Though 
yonder senseless picture cried, 'Forbear! ' it should not 
move me ! " 

Casting a scowl of defiance at the pictured face (which 
seemed, at that moment, to intensify the horror of its 
miserable and wicked kx>k), he scrawled on the paper, 
in characters that betokened it a deed of dcsficration^ 
tlic nanm of Tlionms llutcliinsou. Then, it is said, he 
shuddered, as if tluit signature had granted away hJs sal- 
vation. 

** It is done/' said ho ; and placed his hand upon his 
brow. 

" May Heaven foigive the dsed," said the soD;, sad ao- 
cents of Alice Vane, Uke the voice of a good spirit flitting 
awav. 

When morning came there was a stifled whisper 
through the household, and spreading thence about the 
town, that the dark, mysterious picture had started from 
the wall, and spoken fac3 to face with Lieutenant-Gov- 
ernor Hutchinson. If such a miracle had been wrought, 
however, no traces of it remained behind ; for within the 
antique frame, nothing could be discerned, save the im- 
penetnible cloud which had covered the canvas since the 
memory of man. If the figure had, indeed, stepped forth, 
it Imd fled b.ick, spirit-like, at the daydawn, and hidden 
itself behind a century's obscurity. The truth probably 



i^mitfmmmHmmB^ 



wi ' "^J ' 



flv 



mfm^vmm'nf^nsm 



HF I w iM p. ii jmipn p ,t. ii >■ .'* "* 



f ' *«P *■ 9m.m JP« « I 



I tmi, mt iw 



^wPT*»»**«i«nnp-i^«»^i" 



^m 



■•••*' 



;:i 



■ tt 






1' 



f I 



4 
■ 



I: 



• I 



i- 



t I 

I 

'I 



I 






r 



!i 



i. 



t . 



IF 



P 



I 



fl 



.} 

I' 



iO 



TWICE-TOLD TALES. 



waa^ that Alice Vane's secret for restoring the hues of 
the picture had merclj elTected a temporary renovation. 
But those vho, in that brief interval, bad beheld the aw* 
ful visage of Edward llandolph, desired no second glance, 
and ever afterwards trembled at H^c recollect ion of the 
aoeue, as if an evil spirit had appeared visibly among 
them. And as for Uutchiuson, when, far over I he ocean, 
his dying hour drew on, lie gasped for breath, and com- 
phuncd that he was chokujg with the blood of 1 lie Boston 
massacre ; and Francis Lincoln, the former Captoin of 
Castle William, who was standing at his bedside, per- 
oetved a likeness in his frenzied look to tliat of EiJward 
Bandolidi. Did his broken spirit feel, at tltat dread hour« 
the ticwcttdous burden of a People's curse P 



At tlic conclusion of this miraculous legend, I inquired 
«»f mine host wlictlicr the picture still remained in the 
chamber over our heads; but Mr. Tiffany informed me 
that it had long since been removed, and was supposed 
to be hidden in some out-of-the-way comer of the New 
England Museum. Perchance some curious antiquary 
may light upon it tliere, and, with the assistance of Mr. 
Howorth, the picture-cleaner, may supply a not unneces* 
aaiy proof of the authenticity of the facts here set down. 
During the progress of the story a storm had been gath- 
ering abroad, and raging and rattling so loudly in the 
upper regions of the Province House, tliat it seemed as 
if all the ohl govemora and great men were runnuig riot 
above stain, while Mr. Bck Tiffany babbled of them 
below. In the coune of generations, when many people 
have lived and died in an ancient house, the wliistliiig of 
Oo wind through its cnuiniei^ and the creaking of its 
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beams and raften, become strangely like the tones of the 
human voice, or thundering laughter, or heavy footsteps 
treading the deserted eliambcrs. It is as if the echoes 
of half a century were revived. Such were tlie gliostljr 
sounds that roared and murmured iu our can, wlien I 
took ksave of the circle round the fireside of the Provinoe 
Ilonse, and plunging down the doonteps, fought mj 
wajr homeward against a drifting snow-atom. 
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LEGENDS OF THE PBOVINCB HOUSE. 



III. 



LAST SLEAHOBTS XAHTLB. 

NE excellent friend, Ihc Iniidlord of llic Province 
House, vas |ilcnscd, llic other evening?, lo invite 

Mr. Tiffany and myself to nn oysler-supjMsr. 

This siTglit mark of respect and graliludc. ns lie hand- 
•oniclj obser%'cd, was far Jess titan the in^nitnis tale- 
teller, and I, tlic humble note-taker of his narratives, had 
fairly canied, by tlic public notice tvhieh our joint lucu- 
brations had attracted to his establishment. Many a 
cigar Iwd been smoked within his premises,— many a 
glass of wine, or more potent aqna vitac, had lieen quaffed, 
— many a dinner had been eaten by curious strangers, 
who, save for the fortunate conjunction of Mr. Tiffany 
and me, would never have ventured through that dark- 
iome avenue, which gives access to the historic precincts 
of the ProviiKMS House. In short, if any credit be due 
to the courteous assurances of Mr. Thomas Waite, we 
had brought his forgotteit mansion almost as effectually 
into public view as if wc had thrown down the vulgar 
longf of sboe-ehops and dry-goods stores, which hides iu 
oiiatocntie fioni from Washington Stceet. It maj be 



onadvisable, however, to speak too loudly of the in- 
creased custom of the house, lest Mr. Waite should find 
it difficult to renew the lease on so lavorablc terms as 
heretofore. 

Being tims welcomed as benefactors, neither Mr. Tiffany 
nor myself felt any scruple iu doing full justice to the good 
things that were set before us. If the feast were less 
magiiidcsut than those same panelled walh» had witnessed 
in a bygone csutury, — if mine host presided with sume- 
wliat less of state, than might have bciilted a successor of 
the royal governors, — if tlic guests madj a less imposing 
show than the liewiggcd aud powdered and embroidered 
dignitaries, who erst banqueted at the guberuutoriul table, 
and now sleep within their armorud tomhs on Copp's 
Hill or round Kiug*s Ciiapel, — yet never, I may boldly 
say, did a more comfortable little party assemble iu the 
Province House, from Queen Anne's days to ths llcvo- 
lution. The occasion was rendered more iutercstuig by 
the presence of a venerable pci*sonago, whose own actual 
icminisccnocs went back to the epoch of Gage and Howe, 
and even supplied him with a douluful anecdote or two 
of Hutchinson. He was one of that small, and now all 
but extinguished class, whose attacliment to royalty, aud 
to the colonial institutions aud customs tlut were con« 
nected with it, had never yielded to the democratic here- 
sies of after times. The young queen of Britain has not 
a more loyal subject in her realm — perhaps not one who 
would kneel before her throne with such reverential love 
— than this old grandsire, whose head luis whitened be- 
neath the mild sway of the Republic, which still, in his mel- 
lower moments, he terms a usuq)ation. Yet prejudioet 
80 obstinate have not nuide him an ungentle or iuipracti- 
oable companion. If the truth must be told, the life of 
the aged loyalist Las been of such a scrambling and on- 
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•eUkd ehameter,— lie hat liad to liUle choice of friends, 
and been eo often deitituteof anj.— that Idoubt vhelher 
he would refuse a cup of kiuducss with eitlier Oliver 
CfODiwdl or John Haneock ; to ay nothiug of any demo- 
erai now upon the sUgc. In another paper of tkiM scries, 
I may perhaps give the reader a doscr glimpse of hif 

Our host, in due season, uncorked a bottle of Madeira. 
of such exquisite perfume and admirable flavor, tlmt hi* 
surely roust have discovered it in an ancient bin, dowu 
deep beneath the deepest cellar, where some jolly old 
butler stored away the Governor's clioiccst wine, and 
Ibigot to reveal the secret on his death-bed. Peace to 
Us red-nosed ghost, and a libation to his mcmoiy ! This 
precious liquor was imbibed by Mr. Tiffany with peculiar 
acst ; and after sipping Uie third ghiss, it was his pleasure 
to give us one of the oddest legends which he had yet 
nked from the storehouse where he keeps such matters. 
With some suitable adornments bom my own fancy, it 
lan pretty much as foUowa. 



Mot long after Colonel Shute had assumed ihc govern- 
ment of MassachusetU Bay, now neariy a hundred and 
twenty years ago, a young lady of rank and fortune ar- 
rived from Eugland, to chum his protection as licr guar- 
dian. He was her distant rcUtive, but the nearest who 
had survired tlio grsdual extinction of her family ; so 
that no more eligibk shelter could be found for the rich 
and higli-bnm Lady Eleanore liochcUffe, tlum within the 
Province House of a Transatlantic colony. Tlie consort 
of Governor Shute, moreover, had been as a rootlier to 
her fliijHV^, and was now anxioua to receive her, in the 
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hope that a beautiful young woman wouU bo exposed to 
infinitely less peril from the primitivo society of New 
England, tlian amid the artifices and eomtptions of n 
court. If either the Governor or his bdy had es|ieeially 
consulted tlieir own comfort, they would probably havo 
aouglit to d.'!volvo the responsibility on other Iwnds; 
since with some nobfe and splendid traits of cliaractcr. 
Lady Eleanore was remarkable for a lianh, unyielding 
pride, a liaughty consciousness of her Iicreditary and 
personal advnutagcs, which made her almost iueapsible of 
cout rol. Judging from many traditionaiy anecdotes, thia 
peculiar temper was liardly less than a monomania ; or, 
if the acts which it inspired were those of a sane person, 
it sremed duo from Providence that pride so sinful should 
be followed by as severe a retribution. That tin^o of the 
marvellous, wliicli is thrown over so many of these ludf- 
forgot ten l^suds, lias probably imparted an additional 
wilduess to the strange story of ladj Eleanore Roeh- 
cliff«s. 

The ship in which slio came passenger had arrived at 
Newport, whence Lady Eleanore was conveyed to Boston 
in thi Governor's coach, attended by a small escort of 
gentlemen on liorsebaok. The ponderous equipage, with 
its four black horses, attracted much notice as it rumbled 
through Comhill, surrounded by the prancing steeds of 
half a dozen cavaliers, with swonis dangling to their stir- 
rups and pistols at their holsters. Through tho large 
glass windiws of th3 coach, as it rolled along, the people 
could discern the figure of Lady Eleanore, strangely oom- 
bining an almost queenly statcliness with the grace and 
beauty of a maidjn in her teens. A singular talt had 
gone abroad among tlic ladies of the proviuee, tlmt their 
fair rival was indebted for much of the irresistible charm 
of her appearauee to a certain article of dress, "—an 
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lOTidcfod m«nllc - whicli had been wiooght V t^"^ 
SS .rtirt ia London. «.d po«c«cd eren r^^^^^ 
SU of adornment. Ou 1 he present oceasp how jr. 
Siowed nothing to the wi.chcry of dre». being end m 
TrS^y^ of velvet, whieh ^rould l«»e appeared .Uff 
md ungraceful on any oUier form. ...j ii« 

^ Coachman mned in hi. four bhck rtced.. and the 
whofe cavaU»de came to a i«u«e in front o the c..ntortcd 
S^ Wnatrade that fenced the P«vi„« 1 ou^ f-m « 
nublie atrect. It was an awicward eonicidcnce, that 11 e 
Cu of hTod South was just IIkju tolliug for a fuucnJ; 
Wti instead of a gtadsomo peal with which .t wm 
Ss^Sirr to announce the arrival of d.sl.«gj«shed 
?«„«,? Lady Eleanor RochclilTo was ushered by a 
S clang, is if eahinuty l«d coinc embodied ni her 

"^T'^^ disrespect!" exeUimcd Cp.«n Lang- 
ford, an English officer, who had receiitly brought dc- 

il« to Governor Shutc. " The f"»rL*''";'1 JiT 
Eu deferred, lest Lady Eleaiwre's spirit, be affected by 

inch a dismal welcome." ^ y \ * 

"With your pardon, sir" replied Dr. Clarke, a physi. 
dan. aud a famous champion of the popuhir party, 
- wliatevcr the heralds may pretend. » ^^^^^^^/^"^^^^^ 
have precedence of a limg queen. Kmg Death confers 

'^St'Sks were inteichangcj while tl. sp«*eij 
waited a passage througli the crowd, which had gathered 
on each side of the gateway, leaving an open avenue to 
S, portal of the Province House. A block 'J^^cju hv- 
err now leaped from behind the coach, and threw open 
^ door; wHlc at the same moment Governor Shute 
a«oeiided the flight of steps from his mansion to assist 
SySi«owm«ligbtiiig. But the Governor's statdy 
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i^proach was anticipated in a manner that excited gen- 
erd astoiushttieut. A pale young man, with his black 
hair all in disorder, rushed from the throng, and pros- 
trated himself beside tlie coach, thus offering his person 
as a footbtool for Lady Elcauoro Rodicliffe to tread 
upon. She held back an instant ; yet with an expres- 
sion as if doubting wheUier the young man were worthy 
to bear the weight of her footstep, rather than dissatis- 
fied to receive such awful reverence from a fellow- 
mortal. 

" Up, sir," said the Governor, stcndy, at the same 
time lifting his cane over the intruder. "What means 
the Bedlamite by this frcik ? " 

" Nay," answered Lady Eleanore, playfully, but with 
more scorn than pity in her tone, *' your KxccUcncy sliall 
not strike him. When men seek only to be tnmplcd 
upon, it were a pity to deny them a (avor so easily 
granted — aud so well deserved ! " 

Then, though as lightly as a sunbeam on a cloud, she 
placed her fool upon tlie cowering form, and extended her 
liand to meet that of the Giivcnior. There was a brief 
interval, during whieh Lady Eleanore retained this atti- 
tude ; and never, surely, was there an apter embtem of 
aristocracy and hereditary pride trampling on human 
sympathies aud the kindred of nature, than these two 
figures presented at that moment. Yet the s|)ectators 
were so suiittcn with her beauty, and so essential did 
pride seem to the existence of such Mreature^ that thef 
gave a siuiuUaneous acclamation of applause. 

** Who is this insolent young fellow P " inquired CSap- 
tain Laugford. who still renuiined beside Dr. Churkk 
** If he bo in his senses, his impertinence demands the 
bastinado. If mad. Lady £!eauore should be secured 
from further iuconveniencc, by his confinement/* 
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t«r. -a^tU of no birth or fortuuc, or oiUcr advim. 
^ irSe mind iid wul thai nature gave Uun; 
irbir.^«tarytooar colonial agent in London, i^ 

:S iTmSrtnlJto meet this Lady feanore fj^ 
Se. Helofedber,-andl.er«5omha.dnvcnlam 

■^He was mad so to atpire.'* obwnred the English 

'*"^i mat be so/' said Dr. Ckrke, froiniing as he 
«>ke ^Buri tell you, sir, I could welluigh doubt he 
S; of Z Heavei aboTC us, if no signal humihaUon 
!«JrtIke thU lady, who now treads so haughtily into 
jSetmSSoT'shc seeks to pbce |-"elUb^^^^ 
Empathies of our common miturc. which envelops aU 
EX.Ss. See. if that natun. do not assert lU chum 
iThcTrs^^^ tl-it sludl bring her kvel with 

^^-'SS^r!" cried Captain Langford, indignantly; "nei- 
ther i lifa. ir ^heu they Uy her with her ancc 

"^L many days afterwards the G|!!P% J^^^^^^^^ 
in hnnor of Lady Beanoro Itoclicliffo. 1 ho principal 

EnlJdrtreir Ldenees, Car and *-r, bj^^g^ 
«c on honcback, bearing mi5Siv« ^led wU^ jj Jj 
formality of offichd despatches. In obedience to the 
^I«. thi^n wfi a ffcncral gathering of rank, wealth, 
Srr«;y%lS^ 11.0 Province Uou«. 

d S Jvcn admittance to more "umcroj« Jjd 
w«»hle iruoU tlian on the erening of Lady tlcmiore s 
bS WtU^^Sx^^^^ of eulogy, the spccti«to 
"iit cm^ Urmed splendid; for, necon luig to the 
2i of the times, Uio bdics shone in nch sdks and 
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satins, outspread over wide-projecting hoops; and the 
gentlemen glittered in gold embroidery, laid unsparingly 
upon the purple, or scarlet, or sky-blue velvet, whi^ 
was the material of their coats and waistcoats. The lat- 
ter article of dress was of great importance, since it en* 
velopcd the wearer's body nearly to the knees, and was 
perhaps bedizened with the amount of his whole yearns 
income, in golden flowers and foliiige. The altered taste 
of the present day — a taste symbolic of a deep change 
in the whole system of society — would look upon almost 
any of those gorgeous figures as ridiculous ; although that 
evening the guests sought^ their reflections in the pier- 
glasses, and rejoiced to catch their own glitter amid the 
glittering crowd. What a pity that one of the stately 
mirrors lias not preserved a picture of the scene, which, 
1^ the very traits that were so transitory, mi^it have 
tauglit us much that would be worth knowing and re- 
membering I 

Would, at least, tliat cither painter or mirror could 
convey to lu some faint idea of a garment, already no- 
ticed in this legend, — the J^ady Ebauoro's embroidered 
mantle, — which the gossips whispered was invested with 
magic properties, so as to hnd a new and untried grsce 
to her figure each time tlmt she put it on ! Idle fancy as 
it is, this mysterious mantle has thrown an awe around 
my imago of her, partly from its fabled virtues^ and 
piutly because it was tlic liandiwork of a dying woman, 
and, perchance, owed tho fantastic grace of its concep- 
tion to tlw delirium of approaching death. 

After tho ceremonial greetings had been paid, Lady 
Elcanoro Ilocheliflb stood n|iart from tho mob of guests^ 
insttkting herself within a small and distinguished cirde, 
to whom slic accorded a moro cordial favor than to the 
general throng. The waxon torches throw their xadianos 
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widly oTcr tke iccot, bringing ont ito »>n« P»"'» ^ 
^^l relief • but she gaasd carcfcsdy, end with now 
STuh^w «p^onff wcitrincM or «»n.. tempered 

Sted the moral defonnU, of whieh . was the uttem^ 
S beheld tl« •pcctaclo not with vulgar ndieulc, » dis- 
SSd^g tobe p& wi.h the proviiusiul mockery ofa 
eZr fciivJ. but with tl«s deeper «eom of one whose 
S2 Sdlif too higl. to p«rtieipale n tl« enjo,m«rt 
KS human souls. Wbetter or no the ^^^^ 
2 tho^ who saw her that evening were mfl«c.«ed by 
1 lS.?c«n.. with whieh she was ."W-ently oo^ 
I^STit was tluit l«r figure ever aOcr recurred to 
STm m«ked by something wild and unnatural; tl- 
Ir^ 1 .T^inM the cciKsral whisper was of her ex- 
2i tiC-d o? S, indeseribKle eharm whieh 
S^^MlnlSu rew around Iwr. Some elose ohscnrers. in- 
£d deKrr?"cri.h flush a..d allenmle pal«.es. of 
'. ^IT-:.!. » corresnondinir flow and revulsion of 
SHSnt or" t~Srrlf?l and hc,pl«« betray- 
3 S« lude. as if she wen, o« tl« pom of *f "« » « J 
ii,„d. Then, with a nervous shudder she seen cd to 
SZ. her energies «.d threw some bnght and phyRd. 
!3^f.wicked Mieasm into the Conver«it.on. Tl^ 
Si w strange a cliaractcristic in her maimeis and sen- 
S^irS^ it astonisl«d every right-minded lisUn^j 
Suooking in her face, a lurking and •»<»7«''f"»J'^ 
Xkc J .mfle perplexed them with doubt, b^h « to 
WKriousncs. aid sanity. Gradually. Lady Eloinore 
ScSSTndc g«w .««Ilor. Ull only J" Rcf »» 
SSnediait These we« Captm l-«gfonl. the En^ 
SToflieer before menUoned; « Virg««m danto. who 

hd oome to MasM-Ausetts on wmc PoI«t«»l ""^J^ 
!S^%i«»pd dagyman, the g«ndK« of a Bntiih 
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Earl; and lastly, tlio private secretary of Goremar 
Sliutc, wlioso obsequiousness had woa a sort of toler- 
ance from Lady .Eleauore. 

At difTorcut periods of tlie evening the liveried ser* 
vants of the Province House passed among tlie guests, 
bearing huge trays of refrcsluneuts, and French and 
Spanish wines. Ludy Eleauore liochclifle, who refused 
to wet her beautiful iips even with a bubble of cham* 
pagae, had sunk back into a large damask cliair, appar- 
ently overwearied eilher with the excitement of the 
scene or its tedium ; and while, for an instant, she was 
unconscious of voices, laughter, and musjc, a young man 
stole forward, and knelt down at her feet. He bore a 
salver in !iis hand, on whieh was a chased silver goblety 
filled to tlie brim with wine, which he oifered as rev- 
erentially as to a crowned queen, or rather with the 
awful devotion of a priest doing sacrifice to his idoL 
Conscious tliat some one touched her robe, Lady 
Eleanore started, and unclosed her eyes upon the 
pale, wild features and dishevelled hair of Jervase Hd- 
wyse. 

** Why do you Imunt me thus f " said she, in a knguid 
tone, but with a kindlier feeling than she ordinarily per- 
mitted herself to express. "They tell me that I have 
done you harm." 

" Heaven knows if that be so," replied the young man, 
solemnly. "But, Lady Eleanore, in requital of that 
harm, if such there be, and for your own earthly and 
heavenly welfare, I pray you to take one sip of this holy 
wine, and then to pass tlie goblet round among the 
guests. And this shall be a symbol that yon have not 
sought to withdraw yourself from the chain of human 
sympathies, — which whoso wonld shake off must ke^ 
company with faUea angds." 
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" Where hu Uiii mad CsUot itolen thtt McnmenUf 
nnd t " excliimed tbe Episcopil clergjnuuL 

TUii queation drew tlie notice of tbo gueiti to the 
rilfer emp, vbicli vm reoogaiicd u mpperttining to tUe 
ooBnimioM pbte of tlw Old South Chuicli ; ud for 
ugbt that could be known, it wu brimmiiig over with 
the coniecnted wine. 

**Perliapeitiipoiioned,"hilf whiipemd the Govern- 
oi'i McreUij. 

"Poor it down the TiUain'a Uuoat!" cried the Tir- 
gjniui, ficTcdj. 

"Turn hini^i^t of the house!" cried Caplain Lang- 
lord, iMxiug Jervue Helwjrie m ronglilj bj the shoulder 
tliat the uciumcntsl cup wu OTerturned, and ila con- 
tenta sprinkled upon Lad; Eletuiore's roanlle. " WUeth* 
•r knsTe, fool, or Bedlamite, it ia intolenble that the 
fellow ^onld go at large." 

" Fraj, geotlentcn, do mj poor admirer no harm," said 
Lad; Eleanore, with a fkiut and weary smile. "Take 
him out of mj sight, if such bo jour pleasure ; for I 
ean Sod in mj heart to do nolbiog hut laiigli at him; 
whereaa, in all decencj and conscience, it would become 
BM to wcqt for the mischief I hare wrouglit ! " 

But while llio bj-staudcrs were atleinpling to lead 
awa; the unfortunate joung man, he broke from ihem, 
and wiih a wild, impauionoi caniestncss, oOcrcd a new 
and oqnall; strunge petition to Lsdj Eleanore. It was 
no other than that she should throw off tlie mautle, 
which, while ho pressed the ailter cup of wiuc upon 
her, she had drawn more dose); arouud her form, io 
ia aluoet to ahnud herself within it. 

" Caat it from JOB 1 " exdaiaed Jerrase Helwjse, clasp- 
ing bii haadi in an agonj of entreatj. " It maj not jet 
bo tOB Ue I Gin Uw aocunod garmest to the dames 1 " 
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rii"? ^f ?^'? *ith a laugh of «ymi, drew the 
nch folds of the embroidered mantle orer her head, in 
H' il ^iT. " "• «'« " "'"Pletely new a^rt to 
her t^ut-ful lace, which-half hidden,'balf reS- 

STp^rJ^S!""* '^ *"»' '^ -^ "'y«'«^" cl««t~ 

■•Fare.elI,J«nraseHdwj»eI"«udrf.e. "Keepmy 
image m jour remembrance, as jou behoU it now " ^ 

wili but aad a, a funend bca "We murt St 

«J__that rfiall be the image that must abide wS 

the geo lemen and servaula, wlw .In,o,t dregged hun 
out of the apartment, aud dismissed him rouJuTfreJ 

who had been vc.7, cl.ro ;„ thU aflhir,' was retu^ni^ 
to the pre«n«, of Ladjr Heanore HochelilTe, when S 
neoun ered the phjsiciau. Dr. CUrke. wi lb whom S 

2*1 ^f, "r^ "P"'** ''P^^ f"" Lad/ Eleanor^ 

^ w.d h of the room, but ejing her with suehT^S 

"ff^tjr. tl«t Captain Langford involuntarily gave him 

credrt for the duoovery of «,me deep secret. "" ' "" 

You appear to be smitlen. after all, wilh the channt 

?Lf?. 1''r='''/.''"'"l'"'-" "id l-c. hoping thu. to dS 

H'r^ Pl-J^ian-a hidden knowledgi. "•"«"' 

God forbid ! '■ answered Dr. Clarke, with a mn 

smilei "and if job be wise, jou wiU pJt up ti SZ 

prsycr for yourself. Woe to thoee who oJhT^S^ 
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He accordinglj advanced to Governor Sliute, and ad- 
dressed liim in so low a tone that none of the by-standera 
could catch a word of wliat he snid ; although the sud- 
den diange of his Excellency's hitlierto cheerful visage 
betokened that the comniuuicatiou could bo of no agree- 
able import A very few moments afterwords, it was 
announoed to the guests tliat an unforeseen circumstance 
rendered it nccessaiy to put a premature close to the 
Cestival. 

Tlic ball at the Frorincc Ilouse supplied a topic of 
conversation for tlie colonial metropolis, for some days 
after its occurrence, and might still longer have been 
the general tlieme, only that a subject of all-engrossing 
interest thrust it, for a time, from the public recollec- 
tion. This was the ap|)canince of a dreadful cpidcniio, 
which, in that age, and long before and afterwards, was 
wont to shiy its hundreds and thousands, on both sides 
of the Atlantic. On the occasion of which we speak, it 
was disliuguished by a peculiar virulence, insomuch that 
it has left its traces — its pit-marks, to use an appro- 
priate figure — on tlie history of the country, tlie aflairs 
of which were thrown into confusion by its ravages. At 
first, unlike its ordinary course, the disease seemed to 
confine itself to the liiglicr circles of society, selecting 
its victims from among the proud, the well-bom, and 
the wealthy, entering unabashed into stately chanibers» 
and lying down with the slumbcrers in silken beds. 
Some of tlie most distinguished guests of the Province 
House — even those wliom tlie Imughty Lady Elcanoro 
Bochcliffe bad deemed not unworthy of her flavor— were 
atrickea by tliis fatal scourge. It was noticed, with an 
UDgenerotts bitterness of feeling, that the four gentlemen 
—the Viiginian, the British officer, the young dergy- 
aad tie Oorenior'a secretary'— who bad been her 
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most devoted attendants on the evening of the ball were 
the foremost on whom the plague-stroke fell. But the 
disease, pucsuing its onward progress, soon ceased to be 
exclusively a prerogative of aristocracy. Its red brand 
was no longer conferred, like a noble's star, or an order 
of knighthood. It threaded its way through tlie narrow 
and crooked streets, and entered the low, mean, dark- 
some dwellings, and hiid its hand of death upon the 
artisans and kboring ehisscs of the town. It compelled 
rich and poor to fed themselves bretliren, then; and 
atalkiiig to and fro across the Three Hilb, with a fierce- 
ness which made it almost a new pestilence, there wu 
that miglity conqueror — that scourge and horror of our 
forefaUicrs — the Small-Pox ! 

We cannot estimate tlie affright which this plagne in- 
spired of yore, by contemplating it as the fangless mon- 
ster of the present day. We must remember, rather, 
with what awe we watched the gigantic footsteps of the 
Asiatic cholera, striding from shore to shore of the At- 
lantic, and marcliing like destiny upon cities far remote, 
which flight had already half dcpopuhited. There is no 
other fear •<> horrible and unhuinaniziug, as that whioh ' 
makes man dread to breathe Heaven's vital air, lest it 
be poison, or to grasp the hand of a brother or friend, 
lest the gripe of the pestilence should clutch him. Such 
was the dismay that now followed in the track of the 
disease, or ran before it throughout the town. Graves 
were hastily dug, and the pestilential relics as lustily 
covered, because tlie dead were enemies of the living; 
and strove to draw- them headlong, as it were, into their 
own dismal pit. Tlie public councils were suspended, 
as if mortal wisdom might relinquisli its devices, now 
that an unearthly usurper had found lib way into the 
ruler's mansion. Had mn enemy's fleet been hovering 
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on tlie ooftflt^ or hit annies tFunpIing on our toOt the 
people would probably hare eommitted their defence to 
thai same direful conqueror, who had wrought their own 
etlamitj, and would permit no interfereuce witli hit 
•way. Tills conqueror had a symbol of his triumplis. 
It was a bltMMi-rMl flag, iliat liuticrod iu Uic tniulcd air, 
over the door of eTciy dwelling into which the Sniall- 
Fox had entered. 

Such a banner was long since waving over the portal 
of the Province House ; for thence, as was proved by 
tracking its footsteps back, liad all thb dreadful mis* 
chief issued. It had been traced bock to a lady's luxu- 
rious chaniber, — to tlio proudest of the proud, — to her 
that was so delicate, and Imrdly owned herself of earthly 
monld, — to the haughty one, who took her stand above 
human sympathies, — to Lady Elcanore ! Tlicro re- 
maiued no room for doubt, that the contagion had lurked 
in that gorgeous mantle, which threw so strange a grace 
around her at the festival. Its fantastic splendor liad 
been oonccived in tlie delirious bmin of a wouuin on her 
death-bed, and was the last toil of her stiffening fingers, 
which had interwoven fate and misciy with its golden 
threads. This dark tale, whispered at first, was now 
bruited far and wide. The people raved against the 
Lady Elcanore, and cried out that her pride and scorn 
bad evoked a fiend, and that, between tliem both, thb 
monstrous evil had been bom. At times, their rage and 
despair took the sembhtnoe of grinning mirth ; and when- 
ever the red flag of the pestikmoe was hoisted over 
another, and yet another door, they cUpped their 
huids and shonted through the streets in bitter mock- 
ciy, ''Behold a new triumph for the Lady £lei^ 

r 

One day. in the midst of these ^'•■**i ti ■»<>•■ a wild 
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figure ajiprouhed the portal of the ProTinoe Honae. and 
foMinff hu arms, atood oontemplatuie the acarlet banner, 
which a passing bceexe shook fitfully, as if to flinir abroad 
the contagion that it typified. At length. cUmbing one 
of tho pdhirs bj means of the iron balustnde. he took 
down Iho flag, and cntcrod the mansion, waving it above 
his head. At Uic foot of tl,o stainawo bo mot the Got. 
crnor, booted and spurred, with his cloak drawn around 
him, evidenUj on the point of setting forth upon a 
journey. ^ «^ 

'• Wretched lunatic, what do you seek here? » ex. 
claimed Shutc, extending bis eano to gi.anl himself from 
contact. "Tliero is nothing here but Death. Back. — 
or you will meet him ! " 

'!•?***''. .T'"."?* touch mo, the banner-bearer of the 
pcstilciicc ! cncd Jcrvase Helwyso. slinking the red flac 
aloft. "DmII. and the Pestilence, who wean tlic «^ 
pcct of the Lady Ucanore, will walk through tiie streeto 
to-nig It, and 1 must march before them with this ban. 

"Why do I waste words on the fellow f muttered 

Uw Governor, dmwiug his cl.«k across lus nwulh. 

WImt mailers his mMcrahlc life, when uoiio of us are 

SLdi^f" '"""•' '"^'" O"" '^' *• y«- "« 

u^J!^y ^l •" '"?" "''''?"• ^'•o immediately 

was arrested by tl«, firm grasp of a hand upon hi 
shouWer. Lookmg fiercely up. with a madmWa im- 
pulse to rtrugge w.th and rend Mumler his opponent 
he found himsdf powerless beneath a calm, aton eyj 
which possessed the mysterious property of quelli^ 
freniy .t tf. heiglrt. The person whom he had mi 
•ncoontered was the physieiaii. Dr. daike, the dutiea 
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of wboie sad profcawon had led him to tha ProTinoa 
Houae, where he waa an infrequeat gueat in more proa- 

^*^oiing man, what b yonr parpose ? " demanded he. 
"I aeek the Ladj Eleanoie," anawcrcd Jcnraae Hel- 

wjae, auhmiasiTelj. .^^ 

" All have ilcd from her," aaid the physician. *' Wh j 
do Tou seek her now I' I Ull you, youth, her nurse fcU 
deiUh^nckcn on the threshold of that fatal chamber. 
Know yo not, that never came auch a curse to our 
slioiea as this lovely Lady Eleanore ? - tliat her breath 
baa filled the air with poison P — that she has shaken 
peatilence mid death upon the hind, from the folds of her 

aceursed mantle P" . . , ., j »u 

••Let me look upon her!" rejomcd the mad youth, 
more wildly. " Let me behold her, in her awful beauty, 
okd in the rrgal garments of the pestilence! She and 
Death ait on a throne together. Let me kneel down be 

foretliem!" . , • 

•• Poor youth ! " aaid Dr. Chirkc ; and, moved by a 
deep sense of human weakness, a smile of caustic liu- 
»or curled his lip even tlun. " Wilt thou still worship 
the destroTcr, and surround her image with fa"<a*>» ^l>o 
more magiiificent, the more evil she has wrought ? Thus 
nan doth ever to his tyrants ! Approach, then ! Mad- 
nesa, aa I have noted, has tlmt good efficacy, that it will 
guard you from contagion; ami pcrohaucc lU own cure 
may be found in yonder chamber." 

Ascending another flight of stairs, ho throw open a 
door, and aigned to Jervase Helwysc tlmt he should en. 
ter The poor lunaUc, it seems probable, had chcnahcd 
a delusion tlmt b'la luwglity mistress sat in state, uu- 
harmed herself by the pestifcntial influence, which, aa 
by cttebantment, ahe acatterad round about her. He 
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dreamed, no doubt, that her beauty was not dimmed, 
but brigjiteued into superhuman splendor. With such 
anticipalious, he stole reverentially to the door at which 
the physician stood, but paused upon the thrcshokl, 
gazing fearfully into the gloom of the darkened eham* 
ber. 

*' Where is the Lady Eleanore P " whispered he. 

" Call her," replied the physician. 

" Lady Eleanore ! — Princess ! — Queen of Death ! " 
cried Jervase Helwysc, advancing three steps into the 
chamber. " She is not here ! There, on yonder table, I 
behold the sparkle of a diamond which once ahe wore 
upon her bosom. There," — and he shuddered,-* 
" there hangs her mantle, ou which a dead wonuui em- 
broidered a spell of dreadful potency. But where is the 
Lady Eleanore P" 

Something atimd within tlm silken curtains of a cano- 
pied bed ; and a low moan was uttered, which, listening 
intently, Jervase Helwysc began to distinguish as a wo- 
man's voice, coinphuning dolefully of thirst. He fanciedi 
even, tluit he recognized its tones. 

'*My throat I — my throat is scorehcd," murmured 
the voice. " A drop of water! " 

"What thing art thouP" said the brain-ttrioken 
youth, drawing near the bed and tearing asunder its 
curtains. ''Whose voice hast thou stolen for thy 
murmurs and miserable petitions, as if Lady Eleanore 
could be conscious of mortal infirmity P Fie! Heap 
of diseased mortality, why lurkest thou in my huly's 
chamber P " 

"O Jervase Helwysc," said the voioe, — and as it 
spoke, tlie figure contorted itself, struggling to hide 
its blasted face, — ^'look not now on the woman yon 
onoe loved ! The curse of Heaven hath atrioken mc^ 
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became I would not oall man my brother, nor woman 
•later. I wrapped myself in pbidb aa in a mantle, and 
•oomed the sympathies of nature; and therefore has 
nature made this wretched body the medium of a dread- 
ful sympathy. You are avenged, — they are all avenged, 
— nature b avenged, — for I am Eleanore Koch* 

difle!" 

The maliee of hb mental disease, the bitterness 
lurking at the bottom of hb heart, mad as he was, 
for a blighted and ruined life, and love that had been 
paid with cruel scorn, awoke within the breast of Jer- 
vase Hclwyse. Ue shook hb finger at the wretched 
girl, and the chamber echoed, the curtams of the 
bed were shaken, with hb outburst of uisane merri- 
ment 

" Another triumph for the Lady Eleanore ! " he cried. 
''All have been her victims ! Who so worthy to be the 
final victim as herself? '* 

Impelled by some new fantasy of hb erased intellect, 
he snatched the fatal mantle and rushed from the cham- 
ber and the house. That night, a procession passed, by 
torchlight, through the streets, bearing in the midst the 
figure of a woman, enveloped witli a richly embroidered 
mantle ; while in advance stalked Jervose Helwyse, wav- 
mg the red flag of the pestilence. Arriving opposite the 
Province House, the mob burned the effigy, and a strong 
wind came and swept away the ashes. It was said, that, 
from that very hour, the pestilence abated, u if its sway 
had some mysterious eonnection, from tlie first pbgue- 
•troke to the last, with Lady Eleanoro's Mantle. A re- 
markable uncertainty broods over that unhappy hidy's 
fate. There b a belief, however, that, in a eertab 
diamber of thb mansion, a female form may sometimes be 
daskilj discfrnfiiil^ shiinking into the darkest corner, and 
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muflUng her face within an embroidered mantle. Sup- 
posing the legend true, can thb be other than the onoe 
proud Lady Eleanore P 



Mine host, and the old loyalbt, and I bestowed no 
little warmth of appbuse upon thb narrative, in which 
we had all been deeply interested; for the reader can 
scarcely conceive how unspeakably the effect of such a 
tale b hciglitcncd, when, as in the present case, wc may 
repose perfect confidence in the veracity of him who 
tells it. For my own part, knowing how scrupulous 
u Mr. Tiflany to settle the foundation of hb focts, I \ 
could not have believed him one whit the more faith- 
fully, had he professed himself an eye-witness of the 
doings and sufierings of poor Lady Eleanore. Some 
sceptics, it b true, might demand documentary cndcnc^ 
or even require him to produce the embroidered mantle, 
forgetting i lint — Heaven be praised — it was consumed 
to ashes. But now the old loj-albt, whose blood was 
warmed by the good cheer, began to talk, in hb turn, 
about the traditions of the Province Hous?. and hmted 
that he, if it were agreeable, might add a few reminb- 
ceuces to our legendaiy stock. Mr. Tiffanv, having no 
cause to dread a rival, immedbtely besought him to 
lavor us with a specimen ; my own entreaties, of course, 
were urged to tlie same effect ; and our venerable guest, 
well pleased to find willing auditors, awaited only the 
return of Mr. Thomas Waite, who had been summoned 
forth to provide accommodations for several uewarrivab. 
Perchance the public — but be thb as its own caprice 
and ours shall settle the matter —may read the result 
iu another Tale of the Province House. 
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LBQBNDS OF THB PBOVINCB HOUSB. 

IV. 

OLD SSIHSE DTOIST. 

^., host having resumed the cliair, he, us well 
as Mr. Tiffany and myself, expressed much 
» _^^^ -1 eagerness to be made acquainted with the story 
to which the loyalist Iwd alluded. That Teneniblc maD 
fint of all saw fit to moisten his throat with another 
glass of wine, and tlien, turning his face towards our 
coal-fire, looked steadfastly for a few moments into the 
depths of its cheerful glow. Fiimlly, he poured forth a 
great fluency of speech. The generous liquid that he 
had imbibed, while it warmed his age-chilled blood, like- 
wise took off Uie chill from his heart and mind, and gave 
him an energy to think and feel, which we could hardly 
have expected to find beneath tlie snows of fourscore 
winten. His feelings, indeed, appeared to me more 
esdtable tlian those of a younger man ; or, at leut, 
the same degree of feeling manifested itself by more 
visible effects, than if his judgment and will had poa- 
lesaed the potency of meridian life. At the pathetic 
paaiagee of hia narrative, he readily melted into teaiSi 
Wkea a breath of indifl^on swept acrau hia apinti 
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the blood flashed bis withered visage even to the roots 
of his white liair ; and he shook liis clinched fist at the 
trio of peaceful auditors, seeming to fancy enemies 
in those who felt very kindly towards the desohite old 
souL But ever and anon, sometimes in the midst 
of his most eanicst talk, this ancient person's inteUect 
would wauder vaguely, losiug its hold of the matter in 
hand, and groping for it amid misty shadows. Then 
would lie cackle forth a feeble laugh, and express a 
doubt wlictlicr his wits — for by that phrase it pleased 
our ancient friend to signify his mental powers — were 
not getting a little the worse for wear. 

Under these disadvantages, the old loyalist's story re- 
quired more revision to render it fit for the public eye, 
tlrnii those of the series which have preceded it; nor 
should it be concealed, that the sentiment and tone of the 
affair may have undergone some slight^ or pcrolianee more 
than slight metamorphosis, in its transmission to the 
reader through the medium of a thorough-going demo- 
crat The tale itself is a mere sketch, with no involution 
of plot, nor any great interest of events, yet possessing, if 
I have rehearsed it aright, tliat pensive influence over the 
mind, which the shadow of the old Proviuoe House flings 
upon the loiterer in its court-yard. 



The hour had come — the hour of defeat and humilia- 
tion — wlien Sir William Howe was to pass over the 
threshold of the Province House, and embark, with no 
such triuinplial ceremonies as lie once promised liimseli^ 
on board the British fleet. He bade his servants and 
mOitary attendants go before him, and lingered a roomeni 
in the loneliness of the mansion, to quell the fieioe enu>- 
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tiona that straggled in hb bowm as with a death-throb. 
PieferaUe, then, would be liave deemed hb (ate, had a 
warrior's death left htm a claim to the uarrow territoiy 
of a grave, withia tljc soil which the King had given him 
to defend. With an ominous perception that, as his de- 
parting footsteps echoed adowu the staircase, the sway of 
BriUin was passing forever from New England, he smote 
his clinched hand on his brow, and cursed tha^dcslinj 
that had flung the shame of a dismembered empire upon 

him. 

•• Would to God," cried he, hardly repressing his tears 
of ra^e, " tliat the rebels were even now at the doorstep ! 
A blood-stain upou tlie floor should then bear testimony 
that the last British nikr was faithful to his trust." 

The tremulous voice of a woman replied to his ex« 

daroation. 

•• Heaven's cause and the King's arc one," it swd. 
-Go foHh, Sir William Howe, and trust in Heaven to 
bring back a Royal Governor in triumph." 

Subduing at once the passion to which he liad yielded 
only in the faith that it was unwitnessed. Sir William 
Howe became conscious that an aged woman, leaning on 
a gold-headed staff; was standing betwixt him and the 
door. It was old Esther Dudley, who had dwelt almost 
immemorial years in this mansion, until her presence 
seemed as inseparable from it as the recollect ions of iU 
history. Slie was tliC daughter of on ancient ond once 
eminent family, which had fallen into poverty and decay, 
and left its httt descendant no resource save the bounty 
of the King, nor any slielter except within the walls of 
the Pfovince House. An oflico in tlic household, with 
neiely nominal duties, had been assigned to her as a 
pretext for the payment of a small pension, the greater 
part of which she expended in adorning herself with aa 
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ttitique magnificenoe of attire. The chums of Esther 
Dudley's gentle blood were acknowledged by all the sne- 
ocssivc governors ; and they treated her with the puno- 
tdious courtesy which it was her foiUe to demand, not 
always with success, from a neglectful world. The only 
actual sliaro which she assumed in the business of the 
mansion was to glide through its passages and public 
chaiiih.^rs, late ot night, to sec that the servants Ind 
dropprd no Hrc from tlicir flaring torches, nor left cmbeia 
crackling and blozing on tlie hcartlis. Perhaps it was 
this iuvariahle custom of walking her rounds in the hush 
of midnight, tliat caused the superstition of the times to 
invest the old woman with attributes of awe and mysterr • 
fobhng tiiat she had entered the poHal of tlie Province 
House, none knew whence, in the train of the flrst royal 
governor, and that it was her fate to dwell tliere till the 
last should have departed. But Sir William Howe if he 
ever hrard this legend, had forgotten it * 

•'Mistress Dudley, why arc you loitering beroP' 
asked he, wilh some severity of tone. "It is my pleas- 
ure to Iks the last in this mansion of the King." 

" N"t 80, if it please your Exccllciicy," answered the 
time.stnckcn woman. "This roof has sheltered me 
Jong. 1 will not pass from it until they bear me to the 
tomb of my forefathers. What other shelter is there 

for old Esther Dudley, savo th3 Province House or the 
grave ? 

•; Now Heaven foi^vc me ! " said Sir William Horn 
to liiiiiself. "I wa> about to leave this wretebed oU 
CTealure lo starve or beg. Take this, good Mistitss 

Zt-K ''" '^' >»"""'« • PU'w into ^r I«»ds. 

King George s liewl on tliese golden guineas is sterling 

jr«, oiMl will eoutiuue so. I warrant you, even should tbs 

lebels crowu Jolm Hancock their king. Tbat puisc vill 
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V.,abetl« Adt« U«nU« Protino. Ho«o c« »ow 

'^1i;Lae the b-rfen of «fe «««»™ "P^sSJ ^.S 
1«« iK> olfcer shelter than ^''«*.r^' ^S . Z„w 

that «cr"=«* •""^"^'^.J^TwiU totter iato the 
Bxccllcncj ictums in tnumph, 1 wiu «»« 

potch to wcteome you. ^ .^^ q^^^j . 

mj cl«rge » l<»»- » B" . ^ ^j,om pros- 

fa d«gt«ce -oictun.no more. A"* y :_^,,„ v.« 

«nt being is incorporated '^"'jJ,.'^lantrT.asecnd 

-Z"3 iSc; .n'dKins oSr^e shall stiUU^eone 

teue snbjcet in hU JW;^«f .F^);^ sir William Howe. 
•« Tar^liraw the old lool 1 muiicreu «»• 

gJS ^patient of her f^^rtt^stt t 
Sio« m«o trWeh he luid been betrayed ^J'siuj 

wilKsrebut in tin. '««»^y^' ""^ i 2^ tJe Provinee 
Dudley, since you xn& »»S?A''S kef and keep it «^« 
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kej of the ProYinoe House, and delivering it into the old 
hidj's hands, drevr his elotik around liitii for departure. 
As tlic Geacml glanced hack at Esther Dudley's antique 
figure, lie deemed her well filtcd for such a eliai^, as 
being^so perfect a rpprescufalive of the decayed past, — 
of an age gone by, with hs manners, opinions, faith, and 
feelings, all fallen into oblivion or scorn, — of what had 
once l»ccn a reality, but was now merely a vision of faded 
maguinccnce. Tlicn Sir William liowe strode forth, 
smiting his clinched hands together, in the fierce anguish 
of his spirit ; and old Esther Dudley was left to keep 
watch in the lonely Province House, dxrclling there with 
memory ; and if Hope ever seemed to flit around her, still 
it was Memory in disguise. 

The total change of affairs that ensued on the depart- 
ure of the British troops did not drive the venerable lady 
from her stronghold. There was not, for many years 
afterwards, a govenior of Mass.ichusctts ; and the magis- 
trates, who had charge of such matters, saw no objection 
to Esther Dudley's residence in the Prctviuce House, es- 
pecmlly as they must otherwise have paid a hireling for 
taking care of the premises, which with her was a labor 
of love. And so they led her, the undisturbed mistress 
of the old historic edifice. Many and strange were the 
fables which the gossips whisjicrcd about her, in all the 
chimnoy-coniers of the town. Among the time-worn 
articles of furniture tluit had been left in tlio mansion, 
there was a tall, antique mirror, which was well worthy 
of a tale by itself, and perliaps may hereafter be the theme 
of one. The gold of its heavily wrought frame was tar- 
nished, and its surface so blurred, tlmt the old woman's 
figure, wlienever she paused before it, looked indistinct 
and gliost-like. But it was the general belief that Esther 
could causfli the goveniors of the orertluown dynattjr, 
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with tbA beautiful ladies who liad once adorned th«r 
festirala, the Indian chiefs who had come up to the 
Proving House to liold council or swear allegiance, the 
grim promcial warrion, tlie severe derpijien - m 
Siort. all the pageantry of gone days, -all the Jgures 
that ever swept across the broad plate of glass in former 
Umcs. -she could cause the whole to ««PP«»^ j^J* P?^ 
pie the inner world of the mirror with shadows of old hfo. 
Such legends as tliese, together with the singu anty of 
her isolalcd existence, her age. and the mfinuity that each 
added winter flung upon her. made Mblrcss Dudley U« 
obiect both of fear and pity ; and it was partly the result 
of eitlier sentiment, that, amid all the angry Uccnsc of the 
limes, neither wrong nor insult ever fell upon licr unpro- 
teded head. Indeed, tliere was so much hnughliaess m 
her demeanor towaids intruders, among whom she reck- 
oned all persons actuig under the new authorities, that it 
was really an affair of no small nerve to look her m the 
bee. And to do the people justice, stem republicans ss 
they had now become, they were well content that the old 
genilewoman. in licr hoop petticoat and faded embroidery, 
should still liaunt tlie palace of ruined pride and over- 
thrown power, tlie symbol of a departed system, embody- 
nur a history in her person. So Esther Dudley dwelt, 
mr after year, in the Province House, still reverencing 
all that others had flung aside, still faithful to her King, 
who. so long as the venerable dame yet held her post, 
miffht be said to retain one true subject in New Lugland, 
and one spot of the empuw that had been wrested from 

^id did she dweU there m utter loneliness? BAmor 
liid, not to. Whenever her chUl and withered heart 
desired warmth, site was wont to summon a black slave 
of GoverK>r Shirl^s from the blurred minor, and send 



him in searoh of gncsts who had long ago been familiar 
m those deserted cliambcrs. Forth went the sable mes- 
aenger, with the starlight or the moonshine gleaming 
through him, and did his errand in the burial-ground, 
knocking at the iron doors of tombs, or upon the marble 
slabs that covered them, and whispering to those within, 
^ My mistress, old Esther Dudley, bids you to the Prov- 
ince House at midnight" And punctually as the clock 
of the Old South told twelve, came tlie slwdows of the 
Olivers, the Hutchiusons, the Dudleys, all the graudees 
of a bygone generation, gliding beneath the portal into 
the well-known mansion, where Esther mingled with them 
as if she likewise were a shade. Without vouching for 
the truth of such traditions, it is certain that Mistress 
Dudley sometimes assembled a few of the stanch, though 
crestfallen old tories who had lingered in the rebel town 
during those days of wrath and tribuhition. Out of a 
oobwebbed bottle, coutaiuiug liquor that a royal governor 
might have smacked his lips over, they quaffed healths to 
the King, and babbled treason to the Kepublic, feeling 
as if the protecting shadow of the throne were still flung 
around them. But, draining the kst drops of their liquor, 
they stole timorously homeuurd, and answered not again, 
if tlie rude mob reviled them in the street 

Yet Esther Dudley's most frequent and favored guests 
were the chiUren of the town. Towards them she was 
never stem. A kindly and loving nature, hindered elso- 
whore from its free course by a thousand rocky preju- 
dices, hvished itself upon these liUle ones. By bribes of 
gingerbread of her own making, stamped with a royal 
crown, she tempted their sunny sportiveness beneath the 
gloomy portal of the Province House, and would often 
beguile them to spend a whole pUy^ay there, sitting m 
a oirdo round the Ycrge of her hoop petticoat, gntdSij 
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•ttentire to lier stories of a dead world. And when these 
little boys and girls stole forth again from the dark, mjs- 
terioos mansion, thej went bewildered, full of old feelings 
that graver people had long ago foigotten, rubbing Iheir 
eyes at tlie world around llicm as if lliej had gone astray 
into ancient times, and become children of the past. At 
home, when their parents oskcd where they had loitered 
such a weary wliile, and with whom they liad been at 
play, the children would talk of all the departed worthies 
of tlie province, as far back as Governor Belcher, and 
the haughty dame of Sir William Pliipps. It would 
seem as though they had been sitting on the knees of 
these famous personages, whom tlte grave had hidden 
for half a century, and had toyed with the embroidery of 
their rich waistcoats, or rognij»hly pulled the long curls 
of their flowing wigs. " But Governor Belcher has been 
dead this many a year," would the mother say to her 
little boy. " And did you really sec him at the Province 
House?" "0, yes, dear mother! yes!" the half- 
dreaming child would answer. "But when old Esther 
had done speaking about him he faded away out of his 
chair." Thus, without alTrighting her little guests, she 
kd them by the hand into the chanibcrs of her own deso- 
late lieart, and made childhood's fancy discern the ghosts 
that haunted there. 

Livuig so continually in Iicr own circle of ideas, and 
never regulating her mind by a proper reference to 
present things, Esther Dudley np))ears to have grown 
partially erased. It was found that slie had no right 
sense of tlic progress and true state of the Revolutionary 
War, but lield a constant faith that tlie armies of Britain 
were victorious on oveiy flcld, and destined to be ulti- 
mately triumphant Whenever the town rcjoiocd for a 
battle won by WashiugUm, or Gate^ or Uoigaiv os 
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Greene, the news, in passing through the door of the 
Province House, as through the ivoiy gate of dreams^ 
became metamorphosed iuto a strange tale of the prowess 
of Howe, Clinton, or Comwallis. Sooner or later, it 
was her invincible belief, the colonies wouli bo prostrate 
at the footstool of the King. Sometimes she seemed to 
take for grauted tliat such was already the case. On 
ouc occasion, she startled the towns-people by a brills 
iant illumination of the Province House, with candles at 
every pane of glass, and a transparency of the King's 
initials and a crown of light, in the great balcony win- 
dow. The figuro of the aged woman, in the most gor- 
geous of her mildewed velvets and brocades, was seen 
passing from casement to casemeut, until she paused be- 
fore the balcony, and flouri&hed a huge key above her 
head. Her wrinkled visage actually gleamed with tri- 
umph, as if the soul within her wero a festal hunp. 

" What means this bbse of light ? What does oU 
Esther's joy portend?" whispered a spectator. "It ia 
frightful to see her gliding about the chamben, and re- 
joicing tlicro without a soul to bear her company." 

" It is as if she wero making merry in a tomb," said 
another. 

"Pshaw! It is no such mystery," observed an old 
man, after some brief exercise of mcmoiy. " Mistress 
Dudley is keeping jubilee for the King of Euffhnd's 
birthday." 

Thsn the people hughcd aloud, and would have 
tlirown mud against the biasing transparency of the 
Kuig*s crown and initials, only that they pitted the 
poor old dame, who was so dismally triumphant amid 
the wreck and ruin of the system to which she appe^ 
tained. 

Oftcnthncs it was her custom to clunb the weaiy stai^ 
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ease that wound upward to tlie capola, and thence strain 
lier dimmed cjesigbt seaward and country ward, watcliing 
for a British fleet, or for tlie march of a grand proees- 
don, with the King's banner floating over it. The pas- 
sengers in the street below would disoem her anxious 
Tisagc, and send up a shout, "When the golden In- 
dian on the Prof incc House shall shoot his arrow, and 
when the cock on the Old South spire shall crow, then 
look for a royal governor again ! " — for this had grown 
a byword tlirough the town. And at last, after long, 
long years, old Esther Dudley knew, or perchance she 
only dreamed, that a royal governor wus on the eve of 
returning to the Frovuice Uouso, to receive (he heavy 
key which Sir William Howe had coniuiittcd to her 
eharge. Now it was the fact, that intelligence bearing 
some fisuit analogy to Esther's version of it, was current 
among the to\nis-pcopIe. She set the mansion in the 
best order that her means allowed, and arraying herself 
in silks and tarnished gold, stood long before the blurred 
mirror to admire her own niagniflcence. As she gazed^ 
the gray and withered hidy moved her aslicu lips, mur- 
muring half aloud, talking to sliapes that she saw within 
the mirror, to shadows of her own fantasies, to the liouse- 
bold friends of memory, and bidding them rejoice with 
her, and come forth to meet the governor. And whilii 
absorbed in this communion, Mistress Dudley heard thw 
tnunp of many footsteps in the street, and looking out 
at the window, beheM what she construed as the xoyai 
governor's arrival. 

** O happy day ! O blessed, blessed hour 1 " she ax* 
daimcd. **Let me but bid him welcome within the por* 
tal, and my task in the Provinoe House* and on eartlv 
bdonel'' 

Ibea with tottering bei» whieh age and tremnlotts joj 
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caused to tread amiss, she hurried down the grand stair- 
case her silks sweepuig and rustling as she went, so that 
the sound was as if a train of spectral courtiers were 
thronging from the dim mirror. And Esther Dudley 
fancied, that as soon as the wide door should be flung 
open, all the pomp and splendor of bygone times would 
pace majestically into the Province House, and tlie gilded 
tapestry of tlia past would be brightened by the sunshine 
of the present. She turned the key, — withdrew it from 
the lock, — unclosed the door, — and stepped across the 
threshold. Advancing up the court-yaitl appeared a 
person of most dignified mien, with tokens, as Esther 
interpreted tlicm, of gentle blood, higli rank, and longw 
accustomed authority, even in his walk and every ges- 
ture. He was richly dressed, but wore a gouty shoe, 
whieh, however, did not lessen the sUtcliness of his gait 
Around and behind him were people in phiin civio 
dresses, and two or three war-worn veterans, evidentlj 
officers of rank, arrayed in a uniform of bine and buff. 
But Esther Dudley, firm in the belief tlut had fastened 
its roots about her heart, bclwld only the principal per. 
sonage, and never doubted that this was tlie long-looked- 
for governor, to wlwm she was to surrender up her 
charge. As he approaclicd, she involuntarily sank down 
on her knees, and tremblingly held forth the heavy key. 
••Receive my trust! take it quickly!" cried she; 
••for methinks Death is striving to snatch away my tri- 
umph. But he comes too late. Thank Heaven for this 
blessed hour ! God save King Geoige ! " 

•• TImt, madam, is a strange prayer to bo offered up 
at such a moment," replied the unknown guest of the 
Provinco House, and courteously removing his bat, ha 
offered his arm to rsise the aged woman. •• Yet, in rer- 
CRnee for your fgnj ham and long-kept fiutb, Heatea 
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forbid tlmt any here should wy you nay. Over Uie 
realms wluch stUl acknovledge Lis sceptre, God sare 
King George ! ** 

Esther Dudley started to tier feet, and hastily clutch- 
ing back llic key, gaicd with fearful earnestness at the 
stranger; and dimly and doubtfully, as if suddenly 
awakened from a dream, her bcvilclcpcd eyes half rec- 
ognized hb face. Years ago, she had kiwmi him among 
the gentry of the province. But the ban of the King 
had fallen upon him! How, then, came Ihc doomed 
▼ictim here? Proscribed, excluded from mercy, the 
monareh*s most dreaded and hated foe, this New Eng- 
land mcrehaut had stood triumphantly against a king- 
dom's strength ; and his foot now trod upon humbled 
royally, as lie ascended the steps of the Proviucc IIouse» 
the people's chosen govcnior of ^lassaehusctts. 

"Wretch, wretch that I am! " muttered the old wo- 
man, with such a heart-broken expression, that the tears 
gnslied from the stranger's eyes. " Have I bidden a 
traitor welcome f Come, Death ! come quickly ! " 

"Ahtf, venerable bdy!" said Governor Hancock, 
fending her his support with all the reverence that a 
courtier would have sliown to a queen. " Your life lias 
been prolonged until the world has changed around you. 
You have treasured up all that time has rendered worth- 
less, — the principles, feelings, manners, modes of being 
and acting, which another generation has flung aside,— 
and you are a symbol of tlio past. And I, and these 
around me, — wo reprrsont a new race of men, — living 
no longer in the past, scarcjoly in tho present,— but pro- 
jeding onr lives forward into tlio fiitnro. Ceasing to 
model onrsclvcs on ancestral superstitions, it is our faith 
and principle to press onward, onward ! Yet," continued 
hfl^ tunuttg to his attendants, " let us reverence for tha 
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last time, the stately and gorgeous prejudices of the 
tottering Past ! " 

WJiilc the republican governor spoke, he had con- 
tauued to support the helpless form of Esther Dudley ; 
her weight grew lieavier agaiust his arm ; but at histi 
with a sudden cfTort to free herself, tho ancient woman 
sank down beside one of tlie pillan of the portal. The 
key of tho Province House fell from her grasp, and 
chuiked agaiust the stone. 

"I liave been faithful unto death/' murmured she. 
"* God save the King ! " 

" She iiath done her oflice I " said Hancock, solemnly. 
'* We will follow her reverently to the tomb of hsr an- 
oeston ; and then, my feUow-citixens, onward, — onward I 
We are no longer children of the Past I " 



As the old loyalist concluded his narrative, the enthn* 
siasm which had been fitfully flashing within his sunken 
eyes, and quivering across his wrinkled visage, laded 
away, as if all the lingering &n of his soul were extin* 
guisiied. Just then, too, a lamp upon the mantel-pieoe 
threw out a dying gleam, which vanished as speedily as 
it sliot upward, compelling our eyes to gropo for ono 
another's features by the dim glow of the hearth. With 
such a lingering fire, methought, with such a dying gleam, 
had the glory of tiie ancient system vanished from tho 
Provineo lUmHO, wliou the spirit of old Esther Dudley 
took its flight And now, again, the clock of tho Old 
South throw its voice of ages on the breeze, knolling liio 
hourly knell of tho Past, crying out far and wide through 
the multitudinous city, and filling our can, as wo sat in 
tho dusky chamber^ with its icTcrberating depth of tona 
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IsUiat VBM inaiuuMi, — in tint rerj tHaioba, — wLat 
ft Tolunc of liiMoi7 luul been told off iuto Uoun, bjr the 
Hme roioe Ikat vm now trembling ia llic nir. iiuij a 
gorenot bad baud tboM tnidniglit accculi, aud louged 
to exebaugB bii italely cam for tluniber. Aud as Tor 
BUDS bofl, and Mr. Bda Tidknj, aud tlic old lojulitt, 
ud Die, TO bad bttkbled about dreiuns of the pnsl, uulil 
VB alantt fimcied tbat tUo clock vu atill striking id a 
bjganc cculurj. Neilbcr ot lu would hove wondered, 
bad a koop-pclticoatcd phantom of £iLlicr Diidlejr tottered 
iuto the ckuubcr, walking bcr round* iu tbc buih of 
niduight, as of jore, aod motioucd ui to qucuch (be 
fidiug embera of the lire, aud leave the historic prcciuctt 
to benelT aud ber kindred ahade*. But u no auch viiion 
Wat rowbiafed, I retired unbidden, aud woubl adviK 
Ur. Tibn; to laj bold of another auditor, being reaolved 
BOt 10 abow Bf tm in Um Provinoe Houm br a good 
lAfle hcBC^ — if «nr. 



THH HAUNTED MUTO. 
l^imnATa .iiignlar moment I> ll.e Bnt ono, wbcn 
U^t^ ancr .Umi,g from midnisiit .lumbsrl Br nn 
the pcr«,nap3 of jour drcum in fuU convocation round 
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If yoa could clioose an hour of wakefulness out of iht 
whole uiglit, it would be this. Since jour sober bedtime, 
at elercn, yon have had rest enough to take off the press- 
ure of yesterday's fatigue ; while before you, till the sun 
comes from " far Cathay" to brighten your window, tliere 
is almost the space of a summer night; one hour to be 
spent in thought, with the mind's eye half slntt, and two 
in pleasant dreams, and two in that strangest of enjoy- 
ments, the forgctfuhicss alike of joy and woe. Tlie 
moment of rising belongs to another period of time, and 
appears so distant, tliat the phnige out of a warm bed 
into the frosty air cannot yet be anticipated with dismay. 
Yesterday has already vanished among the shadows of the 
past; to-morrow has not yet emerged from the future. 
You Itavc found an intenncdiate space, where the busi- 
* ncss of life does not intrude; where the passing moment 
lingers, and becomes tnily the present; a spot where 
Father Time, when he thinks nobody is watcliing him, 
sits down by the wayside to take breath. that he 
would fall asleep, and let mortals live on without growing 
older! 

Hitherto you have lain perfectly still, because the 
alightest motion would dissipate the fragments of your 
slumber. Now, being irrevocably awake, you peep 
through the half-drawn window-curtain, and observe 
tiiat the glass is ornamented with fanciful devices in 
frostwork, and that each pane presents something like a 
firoxen dream. Tlierc will be time enough to trace out the 
analogy, while waiting the summons to breakfast. Seen 
through tlie clear portion of the glass, where the silvery 
mountain-peaks of the frost scenery do not ascend, the 
most conspicuous object is the steeple, the white spire of 
which directs you to the wintry lustre of the firmament 
Tott nay almost distinguish the figures on the dock thai 
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has just told the hour. Such' a frosty sky, and the 
snow-covered roofs, and the long vista of the froxen 
street, all white, and the distant water hardened into 
rock, might make you shiver, even under four blauketa 
and a woollen comforter. Yet look at tJiat one glorious 
star! Its beams are distinguishable from all the rest, 
and actually cast the shadow of the casement on tiie bed, 
with a radiance of deeper hue than mooulight, though 
not so accurate an outline. 

You sink down and mufllo your head in the clothes, 
shivering all the while, but less from bodily chill than 
the bare idea of a pohir atmosphere. It is too cold even 
for the thouglits to venture abroad. You speculate on 
the luxury of wearing out a whole existence in bed, like 
an oyster in its shell, content with the sluggish ecstasy 
of inaction, and drowsily conscious of nothing but deli- 
cious warmth, such as you now feel again. Ah! that 
idea has brought a hideous ouc in its train. You thmk 
how the dead arc lying in their cold shrouds and narrow 
coffins, through the drear winter of the grave, and can- 
not persuade your fancy that tliey neither shrink nor 
shiver, when the snow is drifting over their little hillocksi 
and the bitter blast howls against the door of the tomb. 
That gloomy thought will collect a gloomy mullitude, 
and throw its couiplcxion over your wakeful hour. 

In the depths of every heart there is a tomb and a 
dungeon, though the lights, the music, and revelry above 
may cause us to forget their existence, and the buried 
ones, or prisoners whom they hide. But sometimes, 
and oftenest at midnight, these dark receptacles are flung 
wide open. In an hour like this, when the mind has a 
passive sensibility, but no notivo strength ; when the 
imagination is a mirror, imparting vividness to all ideas^ 
without the power of selecting or controlling them ; then 
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pmj Uiat your griefs maj slumber, and the broiheriioocl 
of lemone uot break their cbaiu. It is too late 1 A fiu 
nerd tnun comes gliding br your bed, in which Passion 
and Feeling assume bodilj shape, and things of the mind 
become dim spectres to the eje. There is your earliest 
Sorrow, a pole young mourner, wearing a sister's like- 
to first love, sadly beautiful, with a liallowcd sweet- 
in her melancholy features, and grace in tlio flow of 
her sable robe. Next appears a shade of ruined loveli- 
ness, with dust among licr golden hair, and her bright 
garments all faded and defaced, stealing from your 
ghinoe with drooping head, as fearful of reproach ; she 
was your fondest Hope, but a delusive one ; so cull her 
Disapf K>iutmeut now. A sterner form succeeds, witli a 
brow of wrinkles, a look and gesture of iron authority ; 
there is no name for him unless it be Fatality, an em- 
blem of the evil influence tluit rules your fortunes; a 
demon to whom you subjected yourself by some error at 
the outset of life, and were bound his slave forever, by 
ooee obeying him. See ! those fiendish lineaments gra- 
ven on the darkness, the writhed lip of scorn, the mock- 
ay of tiiat living eye, the pointed finger, toucliing the 
•ore phrae in your heart 1 Do you remember any aet of 
enormous folly, at which you would blush, even in the 
remotest cavern of tho earth P Then recoguixo your 
Shame. 

Pass, wretched band! Well for tho wakeful one, 
if, riotously miserable, a fiercer tribe do not surround 
bin, tlie devils of a guilty heart, tliat holds its hell 
within itself. What if liemorse should assume the 
fealufct of an injured friend F What if the fiend should 
come in woman's garments, yrith a pale beauty amid sin 
and desoktion, and lie down by your side f Wliat if he 
ihoaU stand at jonr bed's foot^ in Uie likeness of a 
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oorpse, with a bloody stain upon the shroud F Sufficient 
without such guilt is this nightmare of the soul ; this 
heavy, heavy sinking of the spirits ; this wintry gloom 
about the licart; this indistinct horror of the mind, 
blending itself with the darkness of the chamber. 

By a desperate effort, you start upright, breaking from 
a sort of conscious sleep, and gazing wildly round the 
bed, as if the fiends were anywhere but in your haunted 
mind. At the same moment, the slumbering embers on 
the hcnrtli scud forth a gleam which pnlcly illuminates, 
the whole outer room, and flickers through the door of 
tho bodcliauilicr, but cannot quite dispel its obscurity. 
Your eye searches for whatever may remind you of the 
living world. With eager minuteness, you take note of 
the table near tho fireplace, tlic book with an ivory knife 
between its leaves, the unfolded letter, the hat, and the 
Men glove. Soon tho flame vanishes, and with it the 
whole scene is gone, though its imago remains an instant 
in your mind's eye, when darkness has swallowed the 
reality. Throughout the chamber, there is the same ob- 
scurity as before, but not the same gloom within your 
breast As your head falls back upon the pillow, yon 
think — in a whisper be it spoken — how pleasant in 
these night solitudes would be the rise and fall of a 
softer bix^Uiing tluin your own, the sliglit pressure of a 
tenderer bosom, tlie quiet throb of a purer heart, impart- 
ing its peacefttbess to your troubled one, as if the fond 
sleeper were involving you in her dream. 

Her influence is over you, though she have no exist- 
ence but in that momentaiy image. You sink down in 
a flowery spot, on tlie borders of sleep and wakefulness, 
while your thoughts rise before you in pictures, all dis- 
connected, yet sll assimilated by a pervading gbdsome- 
ness and bnuty. The wheeling of gorgeous squadronsb 
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that gUUet in the imi, ii mcceeded bj the merriment 
of children round the door of k Kbool-bouM, beuenth 
the ^ininering thadov of old trees, at tlie comer of 4 
mlio lane. You ilaud in the lunnj rain of a aummer 
ihower, and trander among the aiuuj tren of an autum- 
nal vood, and look upwud at the brigUtcst of all rain- 
bows, overarching the unbroken sheet of mow, on the 
American aide of Niagan. Your nuod itrugglci plcaa- 
anllj between the daiiciug radiance round Iho licaith of 
ft 7oang nion aud hia rcccut bride, and the twittering 
fli^t of birda in ipring, about their uow-mado nett 
Yoa fed lite merry boanding of a ahip before tho 
bneic; and wnlch tlie tuneful licet of ro»j girti, u 
the; twine tbdr Inst and inerricct dance in a splendid 
ballroom; and Qnd jvurKlf in tbc brilliant circle of a 
crowded tlicatn), at the curtain lolls over a light and 
aii7 scene. 

TVilh an involunlnrjr ttarl, you seise hold on oon- 
•cionanesi, atid prore jonnelf but ludf awake, hj mn- 
ning a doubtful paiallel between human life and tho 
hour which bo* now elapsed. In both you emerge 
from mrateiy, pau throu^ a vicissitude that jou can 
bnt imperfiecll; control, uid are borne onward to an- 
other mjsterj. Now comes the peal of the distant 
tioek, with fainter and fainter strokes ai jon plnnge 
further into the wilderness of sleep. It is tbe knoll of 
ft tenponuy death. Your spirit has departed, and ttraji 
like a free ciliien, among the people of ft sliadowj world, 
beboldiug itrange aights, jet without wonder or dismaj, 
80 caln, pcrbapi, will be the llual ohango; so undia- 
tnriwd, 01 if among familiar things the entmnoe of the 
tool lo iu £(«n>ftl home 1 
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^^^0^n:! anollKr log upon the hcnrtli. True, our 
jl^s^ lilllo pnrlur is conifortablc, cspcciulljr here, where 
^AJ'pn tlic old nuin sits in liis old ami-cluiiri but on 
Thanksgiving niglit the hlnxo should dance liiglicr up 
the obimucj, aitd send a shower of sparks into tlM 
outer darkness. Toss on on annfiil of tbow dry oak 
chips, tin hut nltcs of the Mermaid's knee-timbers, tlie 
bones of jour namesake, Susan. Iligltcr yet, aikd clearer 
be the blue, till our cottage wiudnws glow the ruddiest 
in the village, and the light of our houscliold mirth 
Hash far across the bay to Naliant. And now, come, 
Susan, come, my children, draw your cliairs round me, 
all of you. There is a dimness over your figures ! Yon 
sit quivering indistinctly nith cftcl) motion of the blase, 
which eddies about you like a flood, so that you alt have 
the look of visions, or people that dwell only in the Sre- 
liglit, and will vanish from existence, as completely as 
your own aliadows, wlicn llio name shall sink among 
the embers. IlarkI let mo listen for Hie swell of the 
aurf i it should bo audible a mile luland, on a ni^t like 
this. Yu ; there I catdi tho sound, but only an unosN 
tftb mannnr, u if a good way down over the bnoh ; 
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ihoogfaf b/ the almanae, it is high tide at eight o'clock, 
and tlie billows must now be dashing within thirty yards 
of our door. Ah! the old man's ears are (ailing him; 
and so is his eyesight, and perhaps his mind ; else yon 
would not ail be so shadowy, in the blaze of his Thanks- 
^▼ing fire. 

How strangely the Fast is peeping over the shoulders 
of the Present ! To judge by my recollections, it is but 
a few moments shioe I sat in another room; yonder 
model of a vessel was not thero, nor the old chest of 
drawers, nor Susan's proOlc and mine, in that gilt frame ; 
nothing, in short, except this same fire, which glimmered 
on books, papers, and a picture, and lialf discovered my 
solitary figure in a looking-glass. But it was paler than 
my rugged old self, and younger, too, by almost half a 
century. Speak to me, Susan ; speak, my beloved ones ; 
for the scene is glimmering on my sight agaui, and as 
it brightens you fade away. O, I should be loath to 
lose my treasure of past happiness, and become once 
more what I was then ; a hermit in the depths of my 
own mind; sometimes yawning over drowsy volumes, 
and anon a scribbler of wearier trash than what I read ; 
A man who had wandered out of the real world and got 
into its sliadow, where his troubles, joys, and vicissitudes 
were of such slight stuff, that he lunlly knew whether 
be lived, or only dreamed of living. Thank Heaven, 
I am an old man now, and have done with all such 
vanities! 

Still this dimness of mine eyes ! Come nearer, Susan, 
and stand before the fullest blaxe of the hearth. Now 
I behold you illuminated from head to foot, in your 
dean cap and deeent gown, with the dear lock of gray 
bair aerass your forehoid, and a quiet smile about your 
mmth, while the ^yes alone are oonoealedf by the (od 
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gleam of the fire upon your spectacles. There, you 
made me tremble again! When the fiame quivered, 
my sweet Susan, you quivered with it, and grew india- 
tinct, as if melting into the warm light, that my last 
glimpse of yon might bo as visionary as the first was, 
full many a year since. Do you remember it? Ton 
stood on the little bridge, over the brook, that runs 
across King's Beach into the sea. It was twilight; the 
waves rolling in, the wind sweeping by, the crimson 
clouds fading in the west, and the silver moon bright- 
ening above the hill ; and on the bridge were you, fitti> 
tering in the breeae like a sea-bird that miglit skim away 
at your pleasure. You seemed a daughter of the view- 
less wind, a creature of the ocean foam and the crimson 
light, whose merry life was spent in dancing on the crests 
of the billows, tliat tlirew up their spray to support your 
footsteps. As I drew nearer, I fancied you akin to the 
race of mermaids, and thought how pleasant it would be 
to dwell with yon among the quiet coves, in the sliadow 
of the cliffs, and to room along secluded beaches of the 
purest sand, and when our northern shores grew bleak, 
to haunt the ishuds, green and lonely, far amid summer 
seas. And yet it gladdened me, after all this nonsense, 
to find you notlting but a pretty young giri, sadly per- 
plexed with the rude behavior of tlie wiitd about your 
petticoats. 

Thus I did with Susan as with meet other things in 
my earlier days, dipping her image into my mind and 
coloring it of a thousand fantastic hues, before I oonid 
see her as she really was. Now, Susan, for a sober 
picture of our viUage! It was a small collection of 
dwellings that seemed to have been cast up hj the 
sea, with the rook-weed and marine plants that it vom- 
its after a stonn, or to have oome ashore among tl» 
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pipe-staves and other lumber, vliich had been washed 
from the deck of au Eastern schooner. There was just 
space for the narrow and saudj street between the 
beach in front, and a precipitous hill that lifted its 
roekj forehead in tlie rear, among a waste of juniper- 
bushes and the wild growth of a broken pasture. The 
Tilhgc was picturesque, in the variety of its edifices, 
tliough all were rude. Here stood a little old hovel, 
built, perhaps, of drifl-wood, there a row of boat-houses, 
and bejond lliem a two-story dwelling, of dark and 
weather-beaten aspect, the whole intermixed with one 
or two snug cottages, painted white, a sufficiency of 
pigsties, and a sliocmakcr's shop. Two grocery-stores 
stand opposite each other, in the centre of the village. 
These were the places of resort, at their idle hours, of 
a hardy throng of fislicrnicn, in red bnixe shirts, oil- 
doth trousers, and boots of brown leather covering the 
whole leg; true seven-league boots, but fitter to wade 
the ocean than walk the earth. Tlie wearers seemed 
amphibious, as if they did but creep out of salt water 
to sun themselves; nor would it have been wonderful 
to see their lower limbs covered with clusters of little 
shellfish, such as cling to rocks and old ship-timber 
over which the tide ebbs and flows. When their fleet 
of boats was weather-bound, the butchers raised tlicir 
price, and tlie spit was busier tlian the frying-pan; for 
this was a place of fish, and known as such, to all the 
eonntry round about; the very air was fishy, being 
perfumed with dead sculpins, hardheads, and dogfish, 
strewn plentifully on tlie beach. You sec, children, 
the viDage is but little changed, since your motlier and 
I were young. 

How like a dream it was, when I bent over a pool 
of watery one pleasant morning, and saw that the ocean 
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had dashed its spray over me and made me a fisherman! 
There were the tarpauling, the baize shirt, the oil-cloth 
trousers and seven-league boots, and there my own fea* 
tures, but so reddened witli sunburn and sea-breezes» 
that metbought I had anoUior face, and on other shoul- 
ders too. The sea-gulls and tlie loons, and I, liad now 
all one trade ; we skimincd the crested waves and sought 
our prey beneath them, tlic man with as keen enjoy, 
ment as tlie birds. Always, when the east grew purple, 
I Uuiiichcd my doiy, my little flat-bottomed skiff, and 
rowed cross-luuidcd to Point Ledge, the Middle Ledge» 
or, perhaps, beyond Egg Rock ; often, too, did I anchor 
off Dread Ledge, a spot of peril to ships uupiloted ; and 
sometimes spread an adventurous sail and tracked across 
the bay to South Shore, casting my lines in siglit of 
Scituate. Ere nightfall, I hauled my skiff high and dry 
on tlio beach, hiden with red rock-cod, or the white- 
bellied ones of deep water ; luiddock, bearing the black 
marks of St. Peter's fingcn near the gilb ; the long- 
bearded hake, whose liver holds oil enough for a mid* 
night lamp; and now and then a mighty halibut, with 
a back broad as my boat In the autumn, I trolled and 
caught those lovely fish, the mackerel When the wind 
was high, — when the whale-boats, anchored off the 
Point, nodded their slender nuists at each other, and 
the dories pitched and tossed in tlio surf,— when Na- 
hant Beach was thundering three miles off, and the 
spray broke a hundred feet in air, round the distant 
base of Egg llock,— when tlie brimful and boisterous 
sea threatened to tumble over the street of our village^ 
— then I made a holiday on shore. 

Many such a day did I sit snugly in Mr. Bartlett's 
store, attentive to the yarns of Uncle Parker; uncle to 
the whok village, by right of seniority, bat of Soothem 
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bloody with no kindred in New England. His figure is 
before nie now, enthroned upon a niackcrel-barrol; a 
lean old nuui» of great kciglit, but bent with years, and 
twisted into an uncouth shape bj seven broken liuibs ; 
furrowed also* and weather-worn, as if every gale, for 
the better part of a century, had caught him somewhere 
on the sea. Ue looked like a harbinger of tempcsl, a 
shipmate of tJie Flying Dutehnmn. After innumerable 
Toyages aboard men-of-war and merclmut-men, fishing- 
schooners and chebaceo-boats, the old salt had become 
master of a handcart^ which he doily trundled about the 
Ticinity, and sometimes blew his fish-iiom thnjugh the 
streets of Salem. One of Uncle Parker's eyes liud been 
blown out with gunpowder, and the other did but glim- 
mer, in its socket. Turning it upward as he spoke, it 
waa his delight to tell of cruises against the French, and 
battles with his own shipmates, when he and an antago- 
nist used to be seated astride of a sailor's chest, each 
fastened down by a spike-nail through his trousers, and 
there to fight it out. Sometimes he expatiated on the 
delicious flavor of the hagdcn, a greasy and goose-like 
fowl, which the sailors catch with hook and line on the 
Grand Banks. lie dwelt with rapture on an intermina- 
ble winter at the Isle of Sables, wliere he had gladdened 
himself, amid pokr snows, with the rum and sugar saved 
from the wreck of a West India schooner. And wrath- 
faUy did he shake his fist, as he rchitcd how a party of 
Cape Cod men had robbed him and hb companions of 
their lawful spoil, and sailed away with every keg of old 
Jamaica, leaving him not a drop to drown his sorrow. 
YilUins they were, and of that wicked brotherhood who 
an said to tie lanterns to horses' tails, to mislead the 
mariner along the dangerous shores of the Cape. 
Xwi BOW I seem to see the group of fishermen, with 
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that old salt in the midst. One fellow sits on the conn* 
teri a second bestrides an oil*barrol, a third lolls at his 
length on a parcel of new cod-lines, and another has 
phuitcd tlio tarry seat of his trousers on a heap of salt» 
which will shortly be sprinkled over a lot of fislt They 
are a likely set of men. Some have voyaged to the East 
Indies or the Pacific, and most of them have sailed in 
Marblehcad schooners to Newfoundhind ; a few have been 
no farther tlum the Middle Banks, and one or two have 
always fished along the shore ; but, as Uncle Parker uaed 
to say, they have all been christened in salt water, and 
know more than men ever learn in the bushes. A curi- 
ous figure, by way of contrast, is a fish-dealer from far- 
up country, listening with eyes wide open to narratives 
tliat miglit startle Sindbad tlie sailor. Be it well with 
you, my brethrpn ! Ye are all gone, some to your graves 
ashore, and others to the depths of ocean ; but my faith 
is strong tliat ye are happy ; for whenever I behoUl your 
forms, whether in droam or vision, each departed friend 
is pufiing his loiig-uine, and a mug of the right black- 
strap goes round from lip to lip. 

But where was the mermaid in those delightful times f 
At a certain window near the centre of the viUage ap. 
peared a pretty display of gingerbread men and horses, 
picture-books and ballads, small fish-hooks, pins, needles, 
sugar-plums, and brass thimbles, articles on which the 
young fishermen used to expend their money from pure 
gallantry. What a picture was Susan behind the coun- 
ter! A slender maiden, though tlie ohiU of mgged 
parents, she had the slimmest of all waists, brown hair 
curling on her neck, and a complexion rather pale, except 
when the sea-breeze flushed it A few freckles became 
beauty-spots beneath her eyelids. How was it, Susan, 
that you talked and acted so earslesaly, yet always for th# 
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best, doing wliatcrcr was right in your own eyes, and nerer 
once doing wrong in mine, nor sliocked a taste tliat bad 
b^n morludly sensitive till now ? And whence liad you 
that happiest gift, of brightening every topic with an un- 
sought gaycty, quiet but irresistible, so that even gloomy 
spirits k\i your sunshine, and did not shrink from itf 
Nature wrought the charm. She made you a frank, sim- 
ple, kiud-hcartcd, sensible, and mirthful girl. 01)cyiug 
nature, you did free things witliout indelicacy, displayed 
a maiden's thoughts to every eye, and proved yourself as 
innocent as naked Eve. 

It was beautiful to observe, how her simple and 
happy nature mingled itself with mine. She kindled a 
domestic fire within my heart, and took up her dwell- 
ing there, even in that chill and lonesome cavern hung 
round with glittering icicles of fancy. She gave mo 
warmth of feeling, while the influence of my mind made 
her contcmphuivc. I taught her to love tiie moonlight 
hour, when the cx|miusc of the encircled bay was smooth 
as a great mirror and slept in a transparent shadow ; 
while beyond Na)iant» the wind rippled tlie dim ocean 
into a dreamy brightness, which grew faint afar off, with- 
out becoming gloomier. I held her hand and pointed 
to the long surf wave, as it rolled calmly on the beach, in 
an unbroken line of silver ; wc were silent together, till 
its deep and peaceful murmur luid swept by us. When 
the Sabbath sun shone down into the recesses of tlie 
eh'fis, I led the mermaid thither, and told her that those 
huge, gny, shattered rocks, and her native sea, tliat 
ra^ forerer like a storm against them, and her own 
slender beauty, in so stem a scene, were all oorobined 
into a stnun of poetry. But on the Sabbath eve, when 
her mother had gone early to bed, and her gentle sister 
ted tmilfd fm^ left us» as we sat alone by the quiet beartk^ 
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with household things around, it was her turn to make 
me feel- that here was a deeper poetry, and that this was 
the dearest hour of all. Thus went on our wooing, till 
I had shot wild-fowl enough to feather our bridal be4, 
and the Daughter of the Sea was mine. 

I built a cottage for Susan and myself, and made a 
gateway in the form of a Gothic arch, by setting up a 
wliale's jaw-bones. We bought a heifer with her first 
calf, and )aA a little garden on the hillside, to supply us 
with potatoes and green sauce for our fish. Our parlor, 
small and neat, was ornamented with our two profiles in 
one gilt frame, and with shells and pretty pebbles on the 
mantel-piece, selected from the sea's treasury of such 
things, on Nahant Beach. On the desk, beneath the 
looking-glass, lay the Bible, which I had begun to read 
aloud at the Book of Genesis, and the singing-book that 
Susan used for her evening pssilm. Except the almanaCy 
wc had no other literature. All that I heard of books, 
was when an Indian history, or talc of shipwreck, was 
sold by a pedlcr or wandering subscriptiun-man, to some 
one ui the vilbge, and read through its owner's nose to 
a slumberous auditory. Like my brother fishermen, I 
grew into the belief that all human erudition was col- 
lected in our pedagogue, whose green spectacles and 
solemn phis, as he passed to his Uttle school-house, amid 
a waste of sand, might have gained him a diploma from 
any college in New Enghiud. In truth I dreaded him. 
When our children were old enough to claim his care, 
you remember, Susan, how I frowned, though you wers 
pleased, at this learned man's encomiums on their pro- 
ficiency. I feared to trust them even with the alphabet; 
it was the key to a fatal treasure. 

But I loved to lead them by their little hands along 
the beach» and poi)it to natove in the rast and the minnte^ 
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tlie aky» the aea, the green earth, the pebbles, and the 
sbeDa. Then did I discoune of the mighty works and 
coextensiTe goodness of the Deity, with the simple wis- 
^Mn of a man whose mmd had profited by lonely days 
upon the deep, and his heart by the strong and pure 
affeetions of his evening home. Sometimes my voice 
lost itself in a tremulous depth ; for I felt His eye upon 
me as I spoke. Ouoe, while my wife and all of us were 
gaaing at ourselves, in the mirror left by tlie tide in a 
hoUow of the sand, I pomted to the pictured heaven 
below, and bode her observe how religion was strewn 
eveiy where in our path; since even a casual pool of 
water recalled the idea of that home whillicr we were 
travelling, to rest forever with our children. Suddenly, 
your image, Susan, and all the little faces made up of 
yours and mine, seemed to (ade away and vanish around 
me, leaving a pale visage like my own of former days 
wiUiin the frame of a huge looking-gUss. Strange illu* 



My life glided on, the past appearing to mingle with 
the present and absorb the future, till the wliole lies 
before me at a glance. My manhood has long been 
waning with a stanch decay ; my earlier contemporaries, 
after lives of unbroken health, are all at rest, without 
having known the weariness of hiter age ; and now, with 
a wrinkkd forehead and thin white hair as badges of 
i^y dignity, I have become the patriareh, the Uncle of the 
village. I k>ve that name; it widens the cirele of my 
sympathies; it joins all the youthful to my household, in 
the kindred of affection. 

Like Unde Parker, whose rheumatic bones were dashed 
against £|gg Rock, full forty years ago, I am a spinner 
of long jania. Seated on the gunwale of a doiy, or on 
tte MBBj aids of a boatAonse^ where the warmth ia 
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grateful to my Umba, or by my own hearth, when a friend 
or two are there, I overflow with talk, and yet am never 
tedious. With a broken voice I give uttcranoe to much 
wisdom. Such, Heaven be praised 1 is the vigor of my 
fiieulties, that many a forgotten usage, and traditions 
ancient in my youth, and early adventures of myself or 
others, hitherto effaced by things more recent, acquire 
new distiuctiiess in my memory. I remember the happy 
days when the liaddock were more numerous on all the 
fishing-grounds than seulpins in the surf; when tlie deep- 
water cod swam close in shore, and t]ie dogfish, with his 
poisonous horn, had not learned to take Uie hook. I can 
number every equinoctial storm, in which the sea has 
overwhelmed the street, flooded the ecllarB of tlie village, 
and hissed upon our kitchen licarth. I give the history 
of the great whale tliat was hinded on Whale Beach, and 
whose jaws, being now my gateway, will kst for ages 
after my cofiin sliail have passed beneath tltem. Tlienee 
it is an easy digression to the Imlibut, scarcely smaller 
than the whale, which ran out six cod-linos, and Imuled 
my dory to the mouth of Boston Harbor, before I eonU 
touch htm witli the gaff. 

If melancholy accidents be the theme of conversation, 
I tell how a friend of mine was taken out of his boat by 
an enormous shark ; and the sad, true tale of a young 
man on the eve of marriage, who had been nine days 
missing, when hia drowned body floated into the very 
pathway, on Marblehead Neck, that had often led him 
to the dwellmg of hia bride ; as if the drippinr: corpse 
would have come where the mourner was. With such 
awful fidelity did that lover return to fulfil his vows ! 
Another favorite story is of a erexy maiden, who eon- 
versed with angels and had the gift of prophecy, and 
whom all the viUage lovad and pUied, though she went 
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from door to door accoBiiig va of ain, exporting to 
repentance, uid foreteltiiig our destruction by flood or 
earthquike. If tlw joung men boast tlieir knoirledge 
of the ledge* «ud lunken roclis, I apcnlt of pihls, who 
knev the wind bj itt acciit and ibc wave bj ill lastc, 
and could hare steered blindfold to an; port between 
Boaton and Mount Desert, guided only bj the rote of 
the shore ; the peculiar sound o( the surf on coeli islnnd, 
betch, and line of rocka, along the cout Tlius do I 
talk, and all m; ludilon grow wise, while tlicj dccni it 
pastime. 

I recollect no hap[Hcr portion of mj life, than this, my 
calm old age. It is like the auiuiy and aiicltcred tlopc of 
a valley, where, hlo in the autumn, the gnus b greener 
(hon in Auguat, and intermixed villi golden dnndclion*, 
that liarc not been seen till now, since the llrst warmth 
of Iho Tcnr. But wilh me, the rerduto and the flowers 
ire nol frostbitten in the inidsl of winter. A playfulness 
has leviutcd my mind ; a sympathy with tin young and 
gay; an unpainful interest in the business of others ; a 
Uglit and wanderiug curiosity j arising, perhaps, from tho 
tense tlut my toil on earth is ended, and the brief hour 
till bedtime may bo spent in pUy, Slill, I hare bncicd 
that thero is a depth of feeling mid reflection, under tliis 
npertlcial lerity, peculiar to one who has lived long, and 
iisom todie. 

Show roe anything that would make an infant smile, 
and you shall behold a gleam of mirth over tho hoary 
tuin of my vioage. I can spend a pleasant hoar in tlio 
■UD, watching llie sports of the rillnge cliildren, on the 
edge of tbe surf ; now tliey chase the retreating ware lar 
down oTcr the wet sand ; now it steals (oftly up to kisa 
their naked feet ; now it comea onward with threatening 
^oo^ nd nait after tke ^"■j'""g onw, a« tl^y aoamper 
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heyoad ita reach. Why should not an old nun be merry 
too, when the great sea is at play with those little cbil. 
drenP I delight, also, tofoliowin tliowakeof a pleaaure- 
party of young men and giiia, sirolliug along the beaob 
after an early supper at tlio Point Uere, with hand- 
kerchief) at note, tliey beud over a heap of eel-grats, en- 
tangled in which is a dead skate, so oddly accoutred with 
two Ic^ and a long tail, lliat they mistake liim for a 
drowned aiiimaL A few step* Cirthcr, tlie ladic* scream, 
and the gontlcmcn uiako ready to protect them against a 
young sl»rk of tho dogflsli kiud, roiling with a life-liJu 
motion in the lido that lias thrown him up. Next, they 
arc smit with wonder al tlio bbck aliclls of a wagon-load 
of live lobslcrs, [locked in rock-wccd for the oouutry mar- 
ket. And wlKnIlicy rencti tlu fleet of dories, just hauled 
aslioro after the day's fisluiig, how do I hkugh in uij sleeve, 
and sometime* roar outright, at tlie simplicity of these 
young folks and the sly humor of the lisbcmieni In 
winter, when our vilbgc is thrown into a busllo by the 
arrival of pcrlaps a tcora of country dealer*, bargaining 
for froseu Gsh, lo be transported hundreds of miles, and 
eaten frcsli in Vermont or Canada, I am a pleased hut 
idle spoetator in ibo throng. For I launoli my boot no 
more. 

When the shore was soltlary, I lure found a pleasure 
that seemed even to cxnlt my mind, in observing Uia 
sports or coutcnlions of two gulls, a* they wheeled and 
bovered about each otlicr, with hoarse screams, one mo- 
ment flapping on tlio foam of tbe wave, and llicn aoaring 
aloft, till their white bosom* melted into the upper sun- 
ibine. In tlie calm of tite •ummer *uusct, I drag my 
aged limbs, with a little ostentation of activity, because I 
am M) old, up to the rocky brow of tho hilL Then I te« 
tbe white aaili of many a Teasel, outward bound or hooiB- 



:| 



i' 



u 



h 



• 1 



96 



TiriCE-TOLD TALES. 



wud from afar, and the black trail of a Tapor behind Um 
eastern steamboat ; there, too, is the suu, going down, 
bnt not in gloom, and there the illimitable ocean mingling 
with the sky, to remind me of eternity. 

Bat sweetest of all is the hour of cheerful musing and 
pleasant talk, that comes between the dusk and the lighted 
candle, by my glowing fireside. And never, even on the 
fint Tfaanksgiviug nighty when Susan and I sat alone with 
oar hopes, nor the second, when a stranger had been sent 
to gladden us, and be the vbible image of our affection, 
did I feel such joy as now. All that belong to me are 
here; Death 1ms taken none, nor Disease kept them 
away, nor Strife divided them from their parents or each 
other; with ueitlier poverty nor riches to disturb them, 
nor the misery of desires beyond their lot, they liave kept 
Mew England's festival round the patriarch's board. For 
I am a patriarch 1 Here I sit among my descendants, in 
my old arm-chair and immemorial corner, while the fire- 
light throws an appropriate glory round my venerable 
frame. Susan ! My children ! Sometliing whispers me, 
that this happiest hour must be the final one, and that 
nothing remains but to bless you all, and depart with a 
treasure of recollected joys to heaven. Will you meet 
me there ? Alas ! your figures grow indistinct, fading 
into pictures on the air, and now to fainter outlines, while 
the fire is glimmering on the walls of a familiar room, and 
shows the book tliat I fiung down, and the sheet that I 
lefl half written, some fifty years ago. I lift my eyes to 
the looking-glass, and peroeive myself alone, unless those 
be the mermaid's features, retiring into the depths of the 
mirror, with a tender and melancholy smile. 

Ah I one foeb a cliillness, not bodily, but about the 
hearty and, moreover, a foolish dread of looking behind 
1A» mttrng thfuft rmitimffi I can imagine precisely how 
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a ma^cian would sit down in gloom and terror, after 
dismissing the shadows that had personated dead or dis* 
tant people, and stripping Iiis cavern of the unreal splendor 
which had changod it to a palace. And now for a moral 
to my rcvery. Shall it be, that, since fancy can oreate 
so bright a dream of happiness, it were better to dream 
on from youth to age, tiion to awake and strive doubt- 
fully for somsthing real 1 0, the slight tissue of a dream 
can no more preserve us from the stem reality of misfor- 
tune, than a robe of cobweb could repel the wintry blast 
Be Uiis the moral, then. In cliaste and warm aifootioni^ 
humble wishes, and honest toil for some useful end, there 
is health for the mind, and quiet for the heart, the proi- 
peet of a happy life, and the fairest hope of heaven. 
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THB AMBmOUS OUBST. 

rS^vlNE September Di^lit, a kmWj Imd eathercd 
{h J:.1| rouad tlicir hnrtli, uid piled it high vith the 
|?V.^) dri/t-Tood of mountuu atreamt, tlie drr conei 
of tlic pine, and the apliiitcrcd niioi of great Ircca, that 
had come ernsliiug down tlio precipice. Up the cliimuej 
Toaicd the Dre, aud briglilencd the room wirli ita broad 
blaie. The lacea of the father and motlier liad a aober 
^adncu; tlie cliUdren buglied ; (ho eldest daughter tu 
the hnage of Uappiaeai at seTentcea ; and the aged 
pandmotber, who Mt knitting in tbo wnrmcat place, vu 
(be image of Uappiucu grova old. Tliej had found 
!ba "herb, bcart'a-caio," in the blcakeat ipot of all 
Kev Ett^oud. Thii familj were aituatcd in the Notch 
cf tlw White nilla, where the wmd waa aliarp Ihrougb- 
Mt Ibe jcar, aod pitileailj cold in the winter, — gifing 
their callage all ita freah iuclcmencj, before it deaccndod 
CB the vallej of tbe Saeo. TIk; dwelt in a oold apoT 
and a daagcroui one ; for a tnoantain towered nba*o 
tbeir bond*, ao atocp, that the alonca would olleu rumble 
down ita aidea, and atartle them at midnight 

Tin daughter had juat uttered aomo aimpis jest, that . 
filled then all with mirtb, when tlie wind came through 
the Notch and aeemed to pauae before their cottage, — 
atllii^ tbe doer, with a aooad of wailing and lanwata- 
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heart spring forward to meet them all, from the old 
woman, who wiped a chair with her apron, to the little 
chOd that held out ita arms to him. One ghiuoe and 
smite placed the stranger on a footing of innocent famil- 
iaritj with the eldest dauglitcr. 

"Ah, thbflrc is the right thing !" cried he; "espe- 
cially vrhcn there is such n pIciiMuit circle miiiul it. I 
am qiiilc benumbed ; fur the Nolch is just like the pipe 
of a great fair of bellows ; it hiis blown a Icrriblo blast 
in mj face, all the way from Bartlett/' 

'*Then jou arc going towards Vennont?" said the 
master of the house, as he helped to take a light knap* 
sack off the young mail's shoulders. 

''Yes; to Burlington, and far enough beyond,*' re- 
plied he. ''I meant to have been at Etlian Crawford'a 
Uy-wghii bat a pedestrian lingers along such a road as 
thia. It is no matter ; for, when I saw this good fire, 
«id all your cheerful faces, I felt as if you had kiudlcd 
it on purpose for me, and were waiting my arrival. So 
I shall sit down among you, and make myself at home." 

The frank-hearted stranger had just drawn his chair 
to the fire, when something like a heavy footstep was 
lieard without, rushing down the steep side of the moun- 
tain, as with long and rapid strides, and taking such a 
leap, in passing the cottage, as to strike the op|K>site 
piecipice. The (amily held their breath, because they 
knew the sound, and their gncst held his, by instinct. 

"The old mountain has thrown a stone at us, for fear 
we should forget him,'* said tlw bndlord, recovering 
lumself. " He sometimes nods his head, and threatens 
to come down; but we are old neighbors, and agree 
together pretty well, upon the whole. Besides, we hare 
m sure place of lefnge^ hard by, if he shouU bo coming ia 
ffnod fiamrst.** 
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Let US now suppose the stranger to hare finished his 
supper of bear's meat; and, by his natural felicity of 
manner, to have placed himself on a footing of kindness 
with the whohs family, so that they talked as freely to- 
getlier, as if he belonged to their mountain brood. Ho 
was of a proud, yet gentle spirit, — haughty and reserved 
among the rich and great ; but ever ready to stoop his 
head to tlie lowly cotlagn door, and Ijc like a brother or 
a son at tlio |K)or niun's fireside. In the household of 
the Notch, ho found wanutli and simplicity of feeling, 
the pervading intelligence of New England, and a poctiy 
of native growth, which they had gathered, when they 
little thought of it, from the mountain {Koks and cimsms, 
and at the very threshold of their romantic and dangerous 
abode. Ho had travelled far and alone ; his whole life, 
indeed, had been a solitary path ; for, with the lofty cau- 
tion of his nature, he luid kept himself apart from those 
who might otherwise have been his companions. The 
lamily, too, though so kind and hospitable, had that con- 
sciousness of unity among themselves, and separation 
from the worid at large, which, in every domestic circle, 
sliould still keep a holy pkee, where no stranger may in- 
trude. But, thb evening, a proplietic sympathy impelled 
the refined and educated youth to pour out his heart 
before the simple mountaineers, and constrained them to 
answer him with the same free confidence. And thus it 
should luive been. Ia not the kindred of a common fate 
A doser tie than that of birth F 

The secret of the young man'a character was, a high 
and abstracted ambition. He oouU luive borne to live 
an undistinguished life, but not to be forgotten in the 
grave. Yearning desire had been transformed to hope ; 
and hope, long cherished, had become like oertainty, that» 
obseurdy as he journeyed now, a gloiy was to beam oa 
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■n hi> pathwaj, — Ihoufcfa not, pcriiap*, while lie wts 
Imdinfc iL But, wbcn [MMterilj altonld gate bock ioto 
tlw gloom of what vaa now tie prcMut, tbey would 
tnoe llic brigliliicu of liia footstciit, briglileiiiiig u 
Bteancr glories failrd, and coufcM, lliat & giUcd ono bad 
poMcd from liii cradio to his tomb, with uouo to rccog- 
tate liiin. 

"As Tcl," cried tin stranger, his clicck glowing and 
Ids ejc flatliiiig witti cntliiuiiasin, — "as yet, I have dons 
nothing. Were I to vanish from (he earth to-morrow, 
BOOS would know m much of mo ns jou ; lluit a nameless 
jouth came up, at nighirall, froni the vallcj of llic Saco, 
and opened bis heart to jou iu llic evening, aiid passed 
through the Nolch, hj •unrisc, and was acen no more. 
' Mot a soul would ask, 'Who was lie? 'VVliithcr did 
tboTBudercrgoF' But, I cannot die till I Wo aeliicred 
m; dcstinj. Tlicn, kt Death come I I shall have built 
■17 moDumcut ! " 

Tlwre was a continual flow of natural emotion, gushing 
farth amid nbstraeted rcveij, which enabled the roinily 
to nndentand iLii young man's acnlimcnls, though so 
foreign from tlieir own. Willi quick leniiliilily of tits 
Indicrons, be blushed at the aidor into which ho had been 
betrajcd. 

" You laugh at me," said lie, taking the eldest daugh- 
ter's hand, and laugliiug himaelf. "You think my 
•nbilion as nonsensical as if I wero to frecse m;sel( 
to death on tlw top of Jfount Washington, onljr tliat 
people might spj at me from the country round about 
And tmlf , that would be a noble pedestal for a man'a 
■tatoe!" 

" It ia better to sit here by this fire," oniTcred the gj]^ 
Unihing, " and be oomfbrtable and oontented, thou^ no* 
bn^ thinks about Bs." 
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"I nppoae." said her ikther, alter a fit ttf mosinft 
" there is lomotbing natural in what the young mna taya ; 
and if my mind had been turned that way, I might havo 
felt juit the some. It is strange, wife, how his talk haa 
set my head running on things that are pretty certaia 
uovcr to come to puss." 

" Peihaps tUey uuiy," observed the wife. " It the aua 
thinking what ho will do when he it a widower F " 

" No, no I " cried he, repelling the idea with reproach- 
ful kindness. " When I think of your death, Esther, I 
think or mine, too. But I was wishing wo luui a good 
farm, in Uartktt, or Bethlehem, or Littleton, or some 
other towiuhip round the White Mountains ; but not 
where they could tumblo on our heads. I should want 
to stand well with my neiglibors, and be called Squii^ 
and sent to General Court for a term or two ; for a 
pbin, honest man may do as much good there as ■ 
kwyer. And wlicn I ahouhl be grown quite an old 
man, and you an old woman, to as not to be long apart, 
I might die happy enough in my bed, and leave you all 
orying around me. A slate grarcstone would suit me 
at well as a marble one, — with just my name and age, 
and a verso of a hymn, and something to let people 
know that I lived an honest man and died a Christum." 

"There now!" excUimed the ttraugor; "it is our 
nature to desire a monument, be it shite, or marble, or a 
piihir of granite, or a ghirious menoiy in the universal 
heart of man." 

" We 're in a straago way, to-night," said the wiii^ 
with (ears iu lier eyes. " They say it 'i a tign of some- 
thing, when folks' minds go a vandoring so. Uai^ to 
the cliildreu ! " 

They liatened accordingly. The yotmger children had 
ben put to bed in another room, but with an open dooi 
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between, lo that tbe; could be beud Ulking bnsil j among 
IbenuelTei. Oiie and all teemed to ban cauglit the iu- 
bctioa from the fireside circle, and were outvying each 
otber in wild wiaLei and cbildish project! of what tbej 
wonld do when tlie; caaie to be uicu aud womcii. At 
leoglli, a little boy, instead of oddresuug liia brolhen aud 
Kiten, called out to his motlier. 

"I'll tell you wLat I wish, mother," cried he, "I 
want jon and father aud graudma'm, and all of us, and 
the atiauger too, to start right awaj, and go aud take a 
drink out of the bosiu of the flume ! " 

Nobodj could help laughiug at the child's notion of 
leanng a wann bed, and drawing them Tram a cheerful 
file, to visit the bosiu of the Flume, — a brook whidi 
tamblcs over the precipice, deep within the Notch. Tlie 
boj bad liardly spokeu, trhen a wagon rattled along the 
nad, and stopped a moment before the door. It ap- 
peared to contain two or three men, who were cheering 
their hearts with tlie rough chorus of a song, which re- 
■otinded, in broken nolei, between the clilTi, while the 
nigen luxilaled whether to continue their joumcj, or 
pat op here for tlie night. 

"Father," said tho girl, "they are calling you by 
Banc." 

But the good man doubted whether they had really 
oDcd lum, and wa* unwilling to show himself loo solici- 
tous of gain, by inriting people to patrouixe his house. 
He thcrelbre did not hurry lo tlio door; and the huh 
being soon applied, tho travelh:n plunged into the 
titAA, (tin ainging and laughing, though their musio 
■ad mirth eane back drcaiUy Inim the heart of the 

"Ilien, motherl" cried the boy, again. "Iltey'd 
im given u a rids (o ths Iliune." 



THB AKBITIOOS OOSST. lOo 

Again they laughed at the eluld's pertinacious Eucy 
for a night ramble. But it happened, that a light cloud 
passed over the daughter's spirit ; slie looked gravely 
into the Qrc, and drew a breath that was almost a sigh. 
It forced its woy, in spite of a little struggle to repress it. 
Tlicn itnrliiig mul blushing, she looked quickly round the 
circle, as if thej had caught a glimpse into lier bosom. 
The stranger asked what she had been thinking of. 
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pine bnnches on tbeir fire, till the diy kaves crackled 
and (he flame arose, discoTering once ogain a scene of 
peace and humble happiness. The light hovered about 
them fondly, and caressed them all. There were the lit> 
tie facet of the children, peeping from their bed apart, 
and here the father's frame of strength, the motlier^s 
aabdued and careful mien, the high-broved youth, the 
budding girl, and the good old grendam, still knitting in 
the vanncst pkce. The aged woman looked up from 
her task, and, with fingcn ever busy, was the next to 
•peak. 

'"Old folks have their notions," said she, " as well as 
joimgones. YouVe been wishing and planning; and 
letting yonr heads run on one thing and auotlicr, till 
you 're set my mind a wandering too. Now what should 
an old woman wish for, when she can go but a step or two 
before she comes to her grave P Children, it will hannt 
aae night and day, till I tell you." 

"What is it, mother?" cried the husband and wife, 
at once. 

Then the old woman, with an air of mystery, which 
diew the cirele closer round the fire, infonncd them 
that she had provided her gravcclothcs some yean 
before, — a nice linen shroud, a cap with a muslin ruif, 
and everything of a finer sort than she had worn since 
her wedding-day. But, this evening, an old supersti- 
tion liad strangely recurred to her. It used to be said, 
m her younger days, tluit, if anything wcro amiss with 
ft corpse, if only the ruff were not smooth, or the cap 
did not set right, the corpse, in the coffin mid beneath 
the dodsy would strive to put up its cold hands and 
anange it The bare thouglit made her nen-ous. 

^IXm't talk 80^ grandmother I " said the girl, shudp 



"Now,** continued the old woman, with singular ear- 
nestness, yet smiling strangely at her own folly, "I 
want one of you, my children, — when your motlier 
is dressed, and in tlie coffin, — I want one of you to hold 
a looking-glass over my face. Who knows but I may 
take a glimpse at myself, and see whether all 's right ? " 

** Old and young, we dream of graves and monuments," 
murmured the stranger youth. '* I wonder how mari- 
nen feel, when the ship is sinking, and they, unknown 
and undistinguished, are to be buried together in the 
ocean, — tliat wide and nameless sepulchre?" 

Eor a moment, tlie old woman's gliastly conception 
so engprosscd the minds of her hearers, that a sound, 
abroad in tlie night, rising like the roar of a blast, had 
grown broad, deep, and terrible, before the fated group 
were conscious of it. The house, and all within i^ 
trembled; the foundations of the earth seemed to be 
shaken, as if this awful sound were the peal of the hist 
trump. Young and old exchanged one wild ghinec, and 
remained an instant, pale, afl'riglitcd, without utterance, 
or power to move. Then the same shriek bunt simulta- 
neously from all their lips. 

" The Slide ! The Slide ! " 

The simplest words must* intimate, but not portray, 
the unutterable horror of the catastrophe. The victims 
rushed from their cottage, and sought refuge in wliat 
they deemed a safer spot, — where, in eontcmpktion of 
such an emergency, a sort of barrier Iiad been reared. 
Alas ! they had quilted their security, and fled right into 
the pathway of destruction. Down came the whole side 
of tlio mountain, in a cataract of ruin. Just before it 
reached the house, the stream broke mto two branches. 
— sliivered not a window there, but overwhelmed the 
whole vicinity, blocked up the road, and a nnih i l a t e d 
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areTjtluiiff in itt dreadful ooarse. Long era the tlumder 
of t^ gntt Slide bad etxatd to nK unong tin mouo- 
taini, Uie mortal agouj had beea endured, nod tbe tio- 
limi vera at peace. Their bodice vera never found. 

^e next morning, tbe light smolce wu seen atealing 
from the collage chimnej, up tlie mouutaiii-iide. Witliin, 
the fin Toi jet smouldering on the hearth, and lite clmin 
iaaeirderDuudil, u if the iulMbitunta had but gouc forth 
to Tiew the derutalioa of the Slide, and trould aliortlj 
return, to thaulc Heaven for their iniraeuloue cicape. 
All had left teparate tokens, by irhieh ihoH vho lind 
knowD tbe laniilj were made to ehcd a tear for each. 
Who has not liMrd Iheir luinieF Tlie ilorjr hu boen 
told &r aud wide, and will forerer bo a l^eud of Iheae 
Konntaina. Foela liave >uug their late. 

Tliere were circunutauces which led some to rappoee 
that a atranger had been received into the cottage ou thia 
awful oighl, aud had sliarcd the calastroplie of all its ia- 
natc*. Otbera denied that there wera aufficient grounda 
tar •neb a conjecture. Woe, for (bo higli-soulcd jouth, 
'Willi bii dream of earlhlj immortalilj ! His name and 
penon utterlj nnkuown -, his hiatorf, bis waj of life, hit 
pluu, a nytter; nerer to be solved ; his death and hit 
CTJatfitfn equally a doubt ! Whose wai the tgaaj of 



THB SISTER YEABa 

BfSfflfl.lST niglit, between eleven and twelve o'clock, 
f ii '^ when the Old Year was leaving Iter Unal foot- 
Lii^jia^ prints on tlie borders of Time's empira, she 
found lierscll in possession of a few spare inomciid, and 
aat dowa — of all pbcet in the world — ou the steps of 
our new City Hall. TIm wbtry moonUglit showed that 
■he looked wear; of body, and sad of heart, like many 
another wajlarer of eartli. Her garments, liaving been 
exposed to much foul weather, and rough usage, wen 
in very ill condition; and as the hurry of her journey 
had nefer before allowed her to Ulce an instaut's rest, 
her ahoes wcra so worn as to be scarcely worth the 
mending. But, after tntdging only a little distance far- 
ther, thia poor Old Year was destined to enjoy a long, 
long ilcep. I fnTgot to mention, that when slui seated 
herself on the steps, she deposited by Iwr side a very 
capacious bandbox, in which, as is the custom among 
travellers of her aez, site carried a great deal of valuable 
property. Besides this luggage, there was a folio book 
under her arm, very much resembling the annual rolnne 
of a newspaper. Placing thia volume across her kneei, 
and resting her elbows upon it, with her forehead in her 
hands, the weorj, bedraggled, world-wora Old Year 
httved a heavy si^, and appeared to be taking no ray 
pleasant ntroapect of her past e jtis twiwi 



110 



TWICE-TOLD TALES. 



Wliile ihe (hill twaitcd (be miduiglit knell, that vni 
to rauinon lier to tUc iiiuumerablo liifcrliond of dcpurfcd 
ICcan, tltcrD came a young maiden treading ligjitioniclj 
on tiptoe aloag Hid street, Tram llic directioa of llio Rail> 
nad Depot. Sbe «u cTidcntl; a atrauger, aud perhop* 
had emne to tovn by tbe eveuiug tniui of cars. There 
vai a amilmg clicerfulness iu lliia fair maiden's face, 
vhicli bespoke bcr fully cnurident of a kind receplion 
from tlie mulljtude of people, vitli vliom ibe was soon 
Itt form aequaiufonce. Her dress tos ratlicr too airj 
for tbe aeasoD, aad was bediicncd wilb fluttering ribbons 
and olbcr rauitics, vLicb were likcl; sooa to bo rent 
Kway by tbe fierae slonns, or to fade in ibe liot luiuliine, 
amid wbicb sbe vas to puraue ber cbangeful coane. 
But Mflt tbe vu a wonderfully pleasant looking figun, 
and bad so much promise and sueb an iudetcribnble 
bopefalucM ID ber aspeet, iLut bardly anybody oonld 
meet ber without anticipatiug lonie very desirable thing 
— tbe eouummation of some long-sought good — from 
ber kind offices. A few dismal chanctera tbet« may be, 
here and tbere about tbe world, vbo Iwve so often been 
trifled witli by young maidens as promising u sbe, 
tbat tbey bare now eeascd to piu any Eailb upon tbe 
■kirta of tbe New Year. But, for my own pari, I liave 
freat bill) la ber; and alionld I liTo to see fifty more 
■och, itill, from each of those snoeessire sisters, I shall 
Teckon npon reoeinng something tbat will be worth liring 

Tbe New Tear — for this yoang maiden was no kn 
A penoBogg— earned all ber goods and chattels in a 
boska of BO gnat MM or wei^t, which bung upon ber 
arm. Sbe gnelod tbe disoouolate Old Year with great 
■ib tti OB, ud sat down beaide her on (be slept of tbe 
C% H4 waiting far tbi aignal to b^ ber nmblei 



THE SISTEK TEAKS. Ill 

tlinnigh tbo world. Tin two wcro own liitm, being 
both grauddaugbtcrt of Time; and though one looked 
to mueh older tlum tbe other, it was rather owing to 
hardships aud trouble than to age, since then was but 
a twclvemoutb's diflereuoe betweeu tltem. 

" Well, my dear sister," said the New Year, after the 
first salulntious, "you look almost tired to death. What 
ha*e you been about during your aojoum iu this part of 
luHuitc Space P" 

"O, I liarc it all recorded liere in my Book of 
Chronicles," answered the Old Year, in a heavy lone. 
"There is nothing that would smusc you; aud you will 
soon gel sufficient knowledge of tuch matters from 
your own personal ciperienee. It is but tiresome 
reading." 

Nevertheless, she turned over tbe leaves of the folio, 
and glanced at them by the light of the moon, feeling 
an irresistible spell of interest iu her owu biography, 
altliough ils incidents were remembered without pleas- 
ure. Tlio volume, though she termed it her Book of 
Chrouieles, socnieil to bo Dcithcr more nor ]eti than the 
Salem Guctte for IS'SS ; in tlio accuracy uf wliioh jour> 
nol tliis sagacious Old Year bad so much conlldaiicc, that 
sho dueiiicil it needless to rcoortl bar bislury with ber 
own pen. 

"What have you been doing in the political way F " 
asked the New Year. 

" Why, my course hero in tbe United Slates," said 
the Old Year, — "though perhaps I ought to blush at 
tbo conlession, — my political oourae, I must acknowl- 
edge, bu been ntbcr vacillatory, sometimes inclining 
towards the Whigs, — then oansing the Administration 
party to shoot for triumph, — and now again uplifliug 
what seemed tbe almost proetnte banaer of the Oppo- 
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gitioii ; so thai historians vill liardi j know what to maka 
of me, in this respect. But the Loco Focos — " 

**! do not like these party nicknames/' interrupted 
her sbter, who seemed remarkably touchy about some 
points. "Perhaps we sliall part in better humor, if we 
AToid any political discussion." 

'* With all my heart," replied the Old Year, who lud 
already been tormented half to death with squabbles of 
this kind. " I care not if the names of Wlii*; or Tory, 
with their interminable brawls about Banks and the Sub- 
Treasury, Abolition, Texas, the Florida War, and a mil- 
lion of other topics, — which you will learn soon enough 
for your own comfort, — I care not, I say, if no whisper 
of these matters ever reaches my ears again. Yet they 
have occupied so krgo a share of my attention, that I 
scarcely know wluit else to tell you. There has indeed 
been a curious sort of war on the Canada lK)rder, where 
Uood Ims streamed in the names of Lilici-ty and Patriot- 
ism ; but il must rcnmin for some future, perhaps far 
distant Year, to tell whether or no those holy names have 
been rightfully uvoked. Nothing so much depresses 
me, in my view of mortal affairs, as to see high energies 
wasted, and human life and happiness thrown awoy, for 
ends that appear oftentimes unwise, and still oflener 
remain unaccomplished. But the wisest people and the 
best keep a steadfast faith that the progress of ^fauklnd 
is onwaitl and upward, and that the toil and anguish of 
the path serve to wear away the imperfeetions of the Im* 
mortal Pilgrim, and will be felt no more, when tliey have 
done their office." 

" Perhaps," cried the hopeful New Year, — " perfaapa 
I sbaU see that happy day I " 

" I doubt whether it be so dose at hand," answered 
the Old Year» gewdj smiling. ** You will soon grow 



weary of looking for that blessed consummation, and 
will turn for amusement (as Itas frequently been my 
own practice) to the affairs of some sober little city, 
like this of Salem. Here we sit on the steps of the 
new City Hall, which has been completed under my 
administration ; uid it would make you kugh to see 
how the game of politics, of which the Capitol at 
Washington is tlic great chess-board, is here played 
in miuiuture. Burning Ambition finds its fuel here; 
here Patriotism speaks boklly in the people's beludf, 
and virtuous Economy demands retrenchment in the 
emoluments of a lamplighter ; here the Aldermen range 
tlicir senatorial dignity around the Mayor's elmir of state, 
and the Common Council feel that they have liberty in 
charge. In short, human weakness and strength, pas- 
sion and policy, Irian's tendencies, his aims and modes 
of pursuing them, his individual oliaracter, and his 
character in the mass, may be studied almost as wdl 
here as on the theatre of nations ; and with this great 
advantage, that, be the lesson ever so disastrous, ita 
Iiiliputian scope still makes the beholder smile." 

"Have you done much for the improvement of the 
CityP" asked the New Year. "Judging from what 
little I have seen, it appears to be ancient and timo- 
worn." 

" I have opened the Railroad," said the elder Year, 
*' and half a dozen times a day, you will hear the bell 
(whicli once summoned the Monks of a Spanish Con- 
vent to their devotions) announcing the arrival or d^ 
parture of the cars. Old Salem now wears a ronok 
livelier eipression than when I first beheld her. StroA- 
gers rumble down from Boston by hundreds at a time. 
New iooes throng in Essex Street Roilroad-hoeka and 
omnibusci rattle over the pavements. There is a pev- 
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eeptible incitase of ojster-fthops, and oilier establish- 
ment • for the aocommodation of a transitory diurnal 
miiltitiidc. But a mora important cliango awaits the 
Ttneimble town. An immense aocumulatiou of mustj 
prejudioes vill be carried off by the free circulation of 
aocletj. A peculiaritj of cliaracter, of whidi the in* 
habitants thcmselres are hardlj sensible, will be rubbed 
down and worn awaj bj the attrition of foreign sub- 
stances. Much of the result will be good; there will 
likewise be a few tilings not so good. Whether for 
better or worse, there will be a probable diminution of 
tho moral influence of wealth, and the swaj of an aris- 
tocratic class, which, from an era far beyond nij mem- 
ory, lias held firmer dominion here than iu aujr other 
New England town." 

Tlio Old Year liaving talked away nearly all of her 
littlo remaining brcatli, now closed her Book of Chroni- 
cles, and was about to take her departure. But licr 
sister detained lier awhile longer, by inquiring the con- 
tents of tlio huge bandbox, which she was so painfully 
logging along with her. 

"Tlicsc are merely a few trifles," replied the Old 
Tear, ''which I liave picked up in my rambles, and 
am going to deposit, in the receptacle of things past 
and foigotten. We sisterhood of Years never carry any- 
thing really valuable out of the world with us. Ilcro 
are patterns of most of the fashions whicli I brought 
Into rogue, and which have already lived out their 
allotted term. You will supply tlieir place, with others 
equally cpliemeral. Here, put up in little China pots^ 
like rouge, is a considerable lot of beautiful women's 
Uoom. which the disconsokte fair ones owe mo a bitter 
grudge for stealing. I hare likewise a quantity of men's 
dack hair, instead of which« I have left gray locks^ or 
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none at all. The tears of widows and other afliioted 
mortab, who liave received comfort during the Utst 
twelve months, arc preserved in some dozens of esscnoe- 
bottles, well corked and sealed. I have several bundles of 
love-letters, eloquently breathing an eternity of burning 
passion, which grew eold and perished, almost before 
the ink was dry. Moreover, here is an assortment of 
many thousand broken promises, and other broken ware, 
all very light and packed into little space. The heaviest 
articles iu my possession are a huge parcel of disap- 
pointed hopes, which, a little while ago, were buoyant 
enough to have inflated Mr. Lauriat's balloon." 

''I have a fine lot of hopes here in my basketi'* 
lemarked tho New Year. " Tliey are n sweet-smelling 
flower, — a species of rose." 

" Tlicy soon lose tlieir perfume," replied tho sombre 
Old Year. " What else have you brought to insure n 
welcome from the discontented race of mortals?" 

** Why, to say the truth, littlo or nothing else," said 
her sister, with a smile, — "save a few new Annuab 
and Almanncs, and some New Year's gifts for tho 
children. But I heartily wbh well to poor mortals^ 
and mean to do all I can for their improvement and 
happiness." 

"It is a good resolution," rejoined the Okl Year; 
**and, by the way, I have a plentiful assortment of good 
resolutions, which liave now grown so stale and musty, 
that I am ashamed to carry them any farther. Only for 
fear tlint the City authorities would send ConstaUo 
Mansfield, with a warrant after me, I should ton them 
into the street at onoo. Many other matters go to mako 
np the contents of my handbox ; but tlie whole lot would 
not fetch a single bid, even at an auction of wooHmi 
fiumtuni ; and u tbej ars worth nothing either to yoa 
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or aajbodj daa, I need not tnraUa jon villi k longer 
MUlogue." 

"And mast I also picit np nich worthless luggs{p in 
B^ tnTcb T " Bsked the New Year. 

"Host certsiulj; uid well, if jon hsTe no lieaTier 
bud to bew," replied the otber. " And now; mj dear 
utOT, I must bid jou farewell, earoeatl; advising and 
exhorting 70U to expect no gratitude nor good-will Tron 
tliis peevish, anreasouable, inconiidcratu, ill-io tending, and 
worse-behaTJng world. However wirmly its iuUabiUnU 
maj aeeni to welcome jou, jet, do wliat jou maj, and 
b*iih on tliem what means of happiness jou please, thej 
will still be comphiuiiig, itiil craving what it is not in 
jour power to give, still looking forward to some other 
Tear for the accouiplishmcnt of projects which ought 
never to have been formed, and wliich, if successful, 
would oulj provide new occasions of disconteuL If 
Aese ridiculous people ever see anything tolerable in 
jon, it will be after jou are gone forever." 

" But I," cried the frcsli-heartcd New Year, — " I shall 
trj to leave men wiser tlian I find them. I will offer them 
bwlj whatever good gifts Provideiiee permits mo to dis- 
tribute, and will tell them to be thankful for what thej 
ban, aud humbl j hopeful for more ; and surelj, if thej 
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The clock in tlie tall steeple of Dr. Emerson's chnnA 
•truck twelve; there was a response from Dr. FIbf s, in 
the opposite quarter of the city ; and while the strokes 
were jet dropping into the air, the Old Year either flitted 
or faded awaj ; and not the wisdom and miglit of Angela, 
to saj nothing of the Temorseful jeamingrof tho milliou 
who had used her ill, conld have prevailed with that 
dcpatted Year to return one step. But she, in the com- 
pauj of Time and all her kindrnl, must hereafter bold a 
rcclconiog with Mankind. 80 sludl it be, likewise, with 
the maidcitlj New Year, who, as tho clock ceased to 
strike, arose from the steps of the Citj Ilall, and set ont 
ntlicr timorouslj on licr cartlilj course. 

" A happy New Year ! " cried a wnlcliman, cjing ber 
figure very qncstionablj, but without the least suspicion 
that he was addressing tlic New Year in person. 

"Tliank you kindtj!" snid the Now Year; and sbo 
gave the watchman oue of the roses of hope from ber 
bosket " May this flower keep a sweet smell, bug after 
I have hidden jou good by." 

Tlien she stepped on more briskly through the sileat 
stTeelSi aud such as were awake at ttio moment, heard 
her foolfull, aud said, "The New Year is come I" 
Wherever tlierc was a kuot of midnight roisterers, they 
quailed her health. She sighed, however, to pcrocive 
that (lie air was tainted — as the atmosphere of this 
world must contiuuallj be — with tlie dyiug brcatlis of 
mortals who liad lingered just long cuougli for her to 
bury them. But there were millions left olive, to rejoice 
at her coming; and so she puraucd her way with oon- 
Sdenco, strewing emblematic flowers on the doorstep of 
almost overy dwelling, which some persons will gather 
np and wttx in their bosoms, and others will tikm|^ 
■nder bot Tbe Canier Boj can only say fuitber, ibat. 
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cailj this moniiiigy she filled his basket with New Tear^s 
Adcbessei^ sssttriug him that the whole Citj, with our 
new Major, and the Aldermen and Common Council at 
its head, wouhl make a general rush to secure copies. 
Kind Fktrons« will not jou redeem the pledge of the 
KEWXEAR? 
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SNOW-FLAKES. 

HERE is snow in yonder cold graj sky of the 
morning! — and, through the partially frosted 
window-panes, I love to watch the gradual 
beginning of the storm. A few featheiy flakes are scat- 
tered widely through the air^ and hover downward with 
uncertain flight, now almost alighting on the earth, now 
whirled again aloft into remote regions of the atmosphere. 
These are not the big flakes, heavy with moisture, whioh 
melt as they touch the ground, and are portentous of a 
soaking rain. It b to be, in good earnest, a wintiy 
storm. The two or three people, visible on the sido- 
walks, Iwve an aspect of endurauce, a blne*nosed, frosty 
fortitude, whicli is evidently assumed in anticipation of a 
comfortless and blustering day. By nightlall, or at least 
before the sun sheds another glimmering smile upon us^ 
tlie street and our little garden will be heaped with 
mounlaiu snow-drifts. Tlie soil, already frozen for weeks 
past, is prepared to sustain whatever burden may be bid 
upon it ; and, to a northern eye, the landscape will lose 
its melancholy bleakness and acquire a beauty of its own, 
when Mother Earth, like her children, shall have put on . 
the fleecy garb of her winter's wear. The dond-sptrits 
are slowly weavmg her white mantle. As yet, indeed, 
there is ban^y a rime like hoarfrost over the brown 
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avfaoe of the street ; the withered green of the grass-phit 
11 still diseemible; and the sbted roofs of the houses do 
bat begin to look graj. instead of black. All the snow 
that has jet fallen within the circumference of mj view, 
were it heaped up together, would hardly equal the hil- 
lock of a grave. Thus graduallj, bj silent and stealthj 
influences, arc great chaugea wrought. These little snow- 
particles, which the storinspirit flings bj handruls through 
the air, wUl bury the great earth under their accumuhited 
nass, nor permit her to behold her sister sky again for 
dreary mouths. We, likewise, shall lose sight of our 
mother's fainUiar visage, and must content ouraelves with 
looking heavenward the oftener. 

Now, leaving the storm to do his appointed office, let 
OS sit down, pen in hand, by our fireside. Gloomy as it 
nay seem, tlierc is an influence productive of cheerful- 
ness, and favorable to imaginative thought, in the atmos* 
pbcre of a snowy day. The native of a southern clime 
may woo the muse beneath the heavy shade of summer 
foliage, reclining on banks of turf, while the sound of 
•inging birds and warbling rivulets chimes in with the 
mnsie of his soul. In our brief sumuier, I do not think, 
but only exist in the vogue enjoyment of a dream. My 
boar of inspiration— if tliat hour ei-cr comes — is when 
tbo green log hisses upon the hearth, and the bright 
flame, brighter for the gloom of the chamber, rustles 
bigli np the cliimney, and the coals drop tinkling down 
among the growing heaps of aslies. When the casement 
attics in tlie gust, and the snow-flakes or the sleety rain- 
drops pdt hard against the window-panes, then I spread 
out my sheet of paper, with the certainty that thoughts 
•ad fandes wDl gleam forth upon it, like stars at twilight^ 
or like violets in May. —perhaps to fade u soon* How- 
tranaitoiy their glow, they at kut shine amid the 
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darksome shadow which the clouds of the outward sky 
fling through the room. Blessed, therefore, and rever- 
ently welcomed by me, her true-bom son, be New 
England's winter, which makes ns, one and all, the 
nurslings of the storm, and sings a familiar lullaby even 
in the wildest shriek of the December blast. Now look 
we forth again, and see how much of his task the storm- 
spirit lias done. 

Slow and sure ! He has the day, peroliance the week, 
before him, and may take his own time to accomplish 
Nature's burial in snow. A smooth mantle is scarcely 
yet thrown over the withered grass-plat, and the dry 
stalks of annuals still thrust themselves through the 
white surface in all parts of the garden. The leafless 
rose-bushes stand shivering in a slmllow snow-drift, look- 
ing, poor things ! as disconsolate as if they possessed a 
human consciousness of the dreary scene. This is a sad 
time for the shrubs that do not perish with the summer ; 
they neither live nor die ; what tliey retain of life seems 
but the chilling sense of death. Very sad are the flower 
shrubs in midwinter ! The roofs of the houses are now 
all white, save where the eddying wind luis kept them 
bare at the bleak comers. To discem the real intensity 
of the storm, we must fix upon some distant object, — as 
yonder spire, — and observe how tlio riotous gust fights 
with the descending snow throughout the intervening 
space. Sometimes the entire prospect is obsenred; 
then, again, we have a distinct, but transient glimpse of 
the tall steeple, like a giant's ghost ; and now the dense 
wreaths sweep between, as if demons were flinging snow- 
drifts at each otlier, in mid-air. Look next into the street, 
where we have seen an amusing parallel to the combat of 
those fancied demons in the upper regions. It is a snow- 
battle of sehool-boys. What a pretty satin on war and 
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nilitaiy gloiy inigUt be written, in the form of a cliild's 
stoi7» bj describing the snovball-figlits of tiro riral 
■ebools, tbe alteruate defeats and victories of each, and the 
iinal triumph of one partj, or perhaps of neither ! What 
pitched battles, worthy to be cliantcd in Homeric strains ! 
What storming of fortresses, built all of massive snow- 
blocks ! Wliat feats of individual prowess, and embod- 
ied onsets of martial enthusiasm ! And wlicn some well- 
contested and decisive victory had put a period to the 
war, both annics should unite to build a lofty monument 
of snow upon tlie battle-Qeld, and crown it with the vic- 
tor's statue, hewn of the same frozen marble. In a few 
days or weeks thereafter, the passer-by would observe a 
shapeless mound upon the level common ; and, unmiud- 
fill of the (amous victory, would ask, " How came it 
there? Who reared it? And what means it?" The 
shattered pedestal of many a battle monument has pro- 
Toked tlicse questions, when none could answer. 

Turn wc again to the fireside, aud sit musing there, 
lending our cars to tlie wiud, till |Mrliaps it shall seem 
like an articukte voice, and dictate wild and airy matter 
for the pen. Would it might inspire me to sketch out 
the personification of a New Enghind winter ! And that 
idea» if I can seize the snow-wrcathcd figures that flit 
before my fancy, shall be tlio theme of the next page. 

How does Winter herald his approach ? By the siiriek- 
ing bhttt of hitter autumn, which is Nature's cry of lamen- 
tation, as the destroyer rushes among the shiveriug groves 
where she hu lingered, and scatters the scar leaves upon 
the tempest Wlicn tliat cry is heard, the people wrap 
themselves in cloaks, mid shake their heads diseonsoktely, 
Mying, " Winter is at hand ! " Then the axo of the 
voodcatter echoes sharp and diligently in the forest; 
than tlie ooal-aMichants rqjoicQ^ because each shriek of 
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JTuE Winter's »e.t«». They crowd .round the 
Lrtl. .Td clnz to their mother's gotrn, or press be- 
hearUi, and «" » " affrighted by the hollow roM- 

^'^^*'''!.Xl«S^thSwideflueof the chimney. 

It a the voice ol w mwr . •» „ yf- ^^ -^ c„„jo ! 

hear it. they shudder «nd cxchum. " ««' , „ 

rSd Winter lias begun his reign already! »ow, 

^t^n^lCcffi-^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

ISJtelb birf « d hair a wind-tossed «.ow4nft. he 

S^i. oveSie land, in the midst of «« -/J'-J^^'i^^i 
^ woe to the homeless wanderer whom ho ttnds upom 
SpIa! There he he. .lark and slilf. a hunmn shape 
t i^ on the sDot where Winter overtook him. On 
ld« Z tititC the rushing rivers and broad hJc«j. 
Shtehtlrno^k beneath hi. footsteps. H«dre.7em. 
2L t ^Iwilhcd ; all around stretches tlw desokUou of 
S^Pok Yc no «.«r.teful be his New Enghind chil- 
fl _ forWrter b^r sire, thougl. a stem .i«i rough 
iT'- uS^ungniUful even for the ^verities. wh«h h.^ 
Sr«h«l our unyieldmg strength otf»^^-^^ 
^Z,k him. UK), for Uie steigh-rides. cheered by the 
muslTof nSrTbelU; for the crackling «.d n«Umg 
SSi. wlS mddV firelight gleam, on l«rfy Mj. 

Zi mi Uie blooming chcek^ JJfTiuS l£JS 
borne enjoyments. ««l the ^'"d'^J/^'^^XJ^ 
mafnoensoiL Not that we gnev^ wheo, aner kw 
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Kveii rnontbt of itorm ond bitter fnut, Spring, in tho 
gui*e of ■ Sotrer-crovnctl Tirgin, ii accu driving vnj 
the faoary dcipot, pclliiig bim with violcU hj tlio luind- 
ful, and ttreving grccu genu on lUc path bcliiud liim. 
Ort«D, era lie vill giro up Ills empire, old Wiulcr rusljci 
fiercclj bock, and liurls a snaT-drift at IIk iilirinking form 
of Spring ; jet, alep bf step, be is compelled to retreat 
Dortliward, mid •j)cudi tho lumuicr luoullis villiiu the 
Arctic circle. 

Such loiitiuies, iutcrmixed among graver toils of mind, 
bare mods tlio viiilcr's dnj pass picusaully. Mcouwliilc, 
tbe ttomi bai ngcd witliout abalcniciil, and iiov, u tlia 
brief altcmoou declines, it tossing denser volumes to nud 
fro about tlio atmospltcre. On llic window-sill, llicrc is a 
liycr of snow, rracliing lialf-wnj up tlic lowest pane of 
gloss. Tito garden is one unbrukcu bed. Along the 
street arc two or llirce spots of uncovered rarib, where 
tbe gust bos whirled away tlio snow, licnping it else- 
wben) to tbo fencc-lops, or piling liiigc banks aguinst the 
doors of liouMS. A solitary passenger is seen, now slrid- 
ngmid-lcgdcep across adrift, now scuddingover iLobore 
grouod, wbilo liis elonk it swollen xr'ilh llio wind. And 
BOW tlsj jiogliug of bells, a sluggish sound, respoiuivo 
to tbe bone's toilsomo progress tlirougli llic uuliroken 
drifts, ounounecs tlio passage of a sicigli, nilh a bojr 
clinging behind, and ducking lib licad lu escojM deleo- 
tion bj tbe driver. Nest oomci a slcdgr, ladcu with 
wood for aoiiM) untbriflj houHikccpcr, wlmm winter hoi 
nrprised at a cold licartti, But what dismal equipage 
now struggles nloDg tbo UDcvea street ? A sable lieano, 
botrewn with tuow, i* bearing a dead man Uirougb tbe 
•tonn to liii froicii bed. 0, how dreary is a burial ia 
winter, wben tbo boson of UoUici Eaitli Las uo waralk 
far ber poor cbild I 
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41- «t1» c« of December— begin* to 
Evemns-tl«._ "^J? "^„°^ comfortless ««nie ; the 
.preadiU deepening veil over ino 00 flickering 

Selight B-Y'wSScelVof""^-"'"''^ ^"^ 
ibndow upon tbe wall, and ee^mg ^^^^^ 

rtUl tbe storm r.g« ^J J^^^^ 8^, ^ diseoasolate. 

But. taking Vj"«;i«^,i;.birfs, skimming ligbt- 
shroud. I P««=='",'''^l^.°!. li flitiiug from drift to 
tomelj tbreugb tbo ^emM- *^ J^ ^ ^ 

dritt.assport.vclr.. .«»llo" "'^^''J^^^ ,,^ y,^U 
,«mn«r. ^Vbeuce cc-n J-J^^^^S^ baring dr, 
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THE SEVEN VAGABONDS. 
to a Mint SJi ^ ' ' *^"""*' *'"*' afternoon 

wgon, or. more propcrlv iT.'li . ° '"'.*^ ^'''"d 

« door on one «dJZv;?«S .1 1"? ?" ''''•'"'»• »'* 
on tbe otlwr. Twrho^ „„ r'"'*"' ''^'ff"*" Wind, 
ttc basket, which muS'.r""'""^ P~'*^"''" »«' of 

inferior! andIJ»l2". i ' ""•'*' P'«»««««l from th« 

•ow hunTJ^M^ltt'"'^ "P !i" western skj. and 
poitttofwiidomtoaeekflielterliwe. ^^^^^^* 



"HaOool Wlio stands guard here? Is tlio door- 
keeper asleep P" cried I, approaching a ladder of two 
or three steps which was let down from tlie wagon. 

The music ceased at mj summons, and there apiieared 
at the door, not the sort of figure that I had mcntallj 
assigned to the wandering showman, but a most respec- 
table old personage, whom I was sorry to have addressed 
in so free a style. He wore a snulT-colorcd coat and 
small-clothes, with white-top boots, and exhibited the 
mild digtiitj of aspect and manner which may odcn be 
noticed in aged schoolmasters, and sometimes in dcaoonSy 
selectmen, or other potentates of that kind. A small 
piece of silver was my passport withhi his premises^ 
where I found only one other person, hereafter to be 
described. 

" This is a dull day for business," said the old gentle- 
man, as he ushered me in ; " but I merely tarry hero to 
refresh the cattle, being bound for the camp-meeting at 
Stamford." 

Perhaps the movable scene of this narrative is still 
peregrinating New England, and may enable the reader 
to test the accuracy of my description. The spectacle 
-»fur I will not use the unworthy term of puppst-show 
•^eousislcd of a multitude of little people assembled on 
a miuiuturo stag^. Among them were artisans of cveiy 
kind, in the attitudes of their toil, and a group of fair 
ladies and gay gentlemen standing ready for the dance; 
a company of foot-soldiers formed a line across the stage, 
looking stem, grim, and terrible cnougli, to make it a 
pleasant eonsidemtion that they were but three inebes 
high; and oonspiouous above the whole was seen a 
Merry-Andrew, in the pointed cap and motley coat of 
his profession. All the inhabitants of this mimic worU 
were motionless^ like the figures in a picture, or 
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thtt people vlio one moment were alive in the midst of 
tlieir business and delights, and the liext were trans- 
formed to statues, preserving an eternal semblance of 
labor that was ended, and pleasure tliat could be felt no 
more. Anon, however, the old gentleman tunicd the 
liandle of a barrel-oi^n, the first note of which produced 
a most enlivening effect upon the figures, and awoke 
tiiem all to their proper occupations and amusements. 
Bj the self-same impulse the tailor plied his needle, the 
blacksmith's hammer descended upon the anvil, and the 
dancers whirled away on feathery tiptoes ; the company 
of soklicrs broke into platoons, retreated from the stage, 
and were succeeded bj a troop of horse, who came pran- 
oing onward with such a sound of trumpets and trampling 
of hoofs, as might have startled Don Quixote himself; 
while an old toper, of inveterate ill habits, uplifted his 
black bottle and took off a hearty swig. Meantime the 
Ueny*AndrDW began to caper and turn somersets, shak- 
ing his sides, nodding his head, and winking his eyes in 
as life-like a manner as if he were ridiculing the nonsense 
of all human aflairs, and making fun of the whole multi^ 
tudo beneath him. At length the old magician (for I 
compared tbo showman to Prospero, entertaining his 
guests with a mask of shadows) paused that I might 
give utterance to my wonder. 

"What an admirable piece of work b this I" ex- 
elaimod I, lifting up my hands in astonishment 

Indeed, I liked the spectacle, and was tickled with 
tlie old man's gravity as he presided at it» for I had 
none of thai foolish wisdom which reproves every ooen* 
pation that is not useful in this world of vanities. If 
then be a faculty which I possess more perfectly than 
BMst BMn, it is that of throwing myself mentally into 
foidga to mj wn, and detadiog^ with a 
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cheerful eye, the desirable ciroumstances of each. I 
oould have envied the life of this gray-hcodcd showman, 
spent as it had been in a coune of safe and pleasurable 
adventure, in driviug his huge vehicle sometimes through 
the sands of Cups Cod, and sometimes over the rough 
forest roads of th3 north and cast, and lialting now on 
the green before a village meeting-house, and now in a 
paved square of the metropolis. How often must his 
heart have been gladdened by tlic delight of children, 
OS tiicy viewed these animated figures ! or his pride 
indulged, by haranguing learnedly to grown men on 
the mechanical powers which produced such wonderful 
effects ! or his gallantry brought into ph&y (for tliis is 
an attribute which such grave men do not hick) by tho 
visits of pretty maidens! And then with how fresh a 
feeling must ho return, at intervals, to his own peculiar 
home! 

"I would I were assured of as happy a life as his," 
thought L 

Though the showman's wagon might luivc accommo* 
dated fiHccn or twenty spectators, it now contained only 
himself aud mc, aud a third person at whom I throw a 
ghincs on entering. He was a neat aud trim young man 
of two or three and twcuty ; his drab liat, and green 
frock-coat with velvet collar, wcro smart, though no 
longer n2w; while a pair of green spectacles, tlmt 
seemed needless to his brisk little eyes, gave him some* 
thing of a scholar-like and literary air. After allowing 
me a sulBeicnt time to inspect the puppets, he advanoed 
with a b(nv, and drew my attention to some books in a 
corner of the wagon. These he forthwith began to ex- 
tol, with an amoxing volubility of well-sounding words, 
and an ingenuity of praise that won him my heart* as 
belngmyself one of the most mncifttl of critics. Indeed. 
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atoGk Teqnired some considerable powers of commen- 
dttioii in the salesman ; there were several ancient friends 
of mine, tlio novels of those liappj dajs when my afleo- 
tions wavered between the Scottish Chiefs and Thomas 
Thumb ; besides a few of bter date, whose merits had 
not been acknowledged by the public. I was ghid to 
find that dear little venerable volume, tlio New England 
Primer, looking as antique as ever, though in its thou- 
sandth new edition ; a bundle of snpemnnuatcd gilt pio- 
turc-books made such a child of me, tliat, partly for tlie 
glittering covers, and partly for the fairy-talcs witliin, I 
bouglit tlie whole; and an assortment of ballads and 
popuhir theatrical songs drew largely on my purse. To 
baiattoe these expenditures, I meddled ncillicr with ser- 
mons, nor science, nor morality, though volumes of each 
wore tlicre ; nor with a Life of Franklin in tlic coarsest 
of papsr, but so showily bound that it was emblemati- 
cal of tho Doctor himself, in the court dress which he 
refused to wear at Paris ; nor with Webster's Spelling- 
Book, nor some of Byron's minor poems, nor half a 
doseu little Testaments at twenty-five cents each. 

Thus far tlie collection might have been swept from 
some great bookstore, or picked up at nn evening auo- 
tion-room; but there was one small blue-covered pam- 
phlet, which the pedler handed me with so peculiar an 
air, tliat I purcluised it immediately at his own price ; 
and then, for the first time, the thought struck me, thai 
I had spoken face to face with the veritable author of 
a printed book. The literary man now evinced a groat 
kindness for me, and I ventored to inqoire which way 
he was travelling. 

"^ O,'* said he, *a keep company with this old gentle- 
■an here, and we are moving now towards the oam|h 
flnetinsr at Stamfdrdl" 
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He then explained to me, that fur the present season 
he liad rented a comer of the wagon as a bookstore, 
which, as ho wittily observed, was a true Circulating 
Library, since there were few parts of the country where 
it had not gone its rounds. I approved of the plan e&- 
eecdiugly, and began to sum up withui my mind the 
many uncommon felicities in the life of a book-|iedler, 
especially when his cliaraetcr resembled that of the in- 
dividual before mc. At a high rate was to be reckoned 
the daily and hourly enjoyment of such interviews as the 
present, in which he seized upon the aduiiratiou of a 
passing stranger, and made him aware that a man of 
literary taste, and even of literary achievement, was 
travelling the country in a showman's wagtin. A more 
valuable, yet not infrequent triumph, might be won 
in his conversation with some elderly clergyman, long 
vegetating in a rocky, woody, watery back settlement of 
New England, who, as he recruited his library from the 
pedier's stock of sermons, would exhort him to seek a 
college education and become the first scholar in his 
class. Sweeter and prouder yet would be his sensation^, 
when, talking poetry while he sold spelling-books, he 
should charm tlie mind, and haply touch the heart of 
a fair country schoolmistress, Iiersclf an unhonored 
poetess, a wearer of blue stockings wliieh none but 
hunsclf took pains to look at But the scene of his 
eompletest glory would be when the wagon had ludted 
for the night, and his stock of books was transferred 
to some crowded bar-room. Then would he recommend 
to the multifarious company, whether traveller from 
the city, or teamster from the hills, or neighboring 
squire, or the landlord himself, or his loutish hostler^ 
works suited to each particular taste and eapaoi^; 
proving all the whil^ by acute eriticiam and prafoimd 
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mnvlc, Ibat tlie Ion in liii books vu OTcn exceeded bj 
thit iu bis bin in. 

Tbus bappilj vould be Iravme tbe bmd ; aomctimci ■ 
benld before (be march of Mind; Mmetinica walking 
um in arni wilb avful Litcnituroi aud reaping evtrj- 
vbere a iiarveit of real and »cn>iblc popularitj, vliicb tbe 
•eduded bookwomii, bj wlraee toil be lired, could iicrer 

" If ever I meddle witb litentnre," Ibongbt I, OxiDg 
njieir iu adamautiiu molution, " it abill bo ai a Invel- 
ling boobtcllcr." 

Tliougli it xnm itiU mid-aficmoon, tbe oir bad now 
grown dark about ui, and a few drops of raiii canie down 
upon tin roof of our vcliicio, paltering like llic feet of 
birdt lliat bail flown (billicr to mt. A sound of pleasant 
voices made us listen, and there soon appeared half-waj 
up tbe bidder ihc pTcttj person of a jouitgdomscl, whose 
Tos; bee was soeliccrful, ibat cveu amid the gloom; light 
it Kenicd as if tbe aunbcanis were p<.«piiig under her 
bonnet. We next sow llic dark and baiidsoinc features 
of a young man, wIm, with easier galiaiilrjr lluin miglit 
bare been rxpccled iu the heart of Yaukcc-land, was 
■isistiug ber inlo llic wagon. It became iininediutelj 
evident to us, when the two strangers slood wiihiu the 
door, that tliej were of a prolbssiou kindred lo lUoao of 
mj eomponions ; and I was dcligbtcd with the more Ibon 
bo^itable, the even paternal kinduess, of tbe old show* 
man'a manner, as be wehxHned them ; whihi the man of 
literature baslmed to lead tbe morrj-ejcd girl to a seat 
m the long bench. 

" You ara liouaed but jnst in time, m; jouug friends," 
and tbe master of tbe wagon. "The skj would ban 
been down upon jou wilbiu live raiuutcs." 
Dm jouag rain's r^j ma^ed bini ai a foreigner, not 
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hj any variation from the idiom and aeceut of good En^ 
liah, but because be spoke with more caution and seeu- 
ncjr, tlian if perfccU; familiar with the language. 

"Wo knew lint a sliower wu banging over us," said 
be, "and consulted wbetber it were best to enter tbe 
bouse on the top of jonder hill, bnt aeeiug your wagon 
in the rood — " 

"We airreed to come bither," intermpted the giri, 
wiib a smile, " because we should be more at home in >^ 
wondering bouse like this." 

I, meanwhile, with man; a wild and nudetermuiBd fan- 
tasy, was narrowly inspccling these two dnves that liad 
flown inlo our ark. The jonng man, tall, agile, and 
athletic, wore a mass of lilock sliiuiiig eurls clustering 
round a dark aud vivacious countenance, whicli, if it had 
not greater expression, was at least more active, and at- 
tracted readier notice, thau tbe quiet (occs of our couuti;- 
mcn. At bis llrst appearance, he bad been lodeu with » 
ncnt maliogaiij box, of about two feet square, but verj 
light in proportion to its sisa, wliicli ho lud immediotelj 
nnstmppcd from bis shoulders aud deposited on tlie floor 
of tjio wagon. 

The girl luid nearly as fair a complexion as onr own 
beauties, and a briglitcr one than most of tbcm ; tbe light- 
ness of her ligure, wliich seemed calculated to traveTia 
tlie whole worid without wcariueas, suited well witb tbe 
Rowing cbcerfuhicss of licr bee-, nud her gay attire, 
combining the rainbow hues of crimson, green, and a 
deep omnga, was as proper to her liglitsonw aspect as if 
sbe Iwd b»m bom in it. This gny stnnger wu ^pro> 
priatcly burdcuod witb tlut mirth -inspiring instmmenl, 
tbe llddle, which her compaaion took from Iter bands, and 
shortly began the process of tuning. Neillwr of us — 
tits previous company of tbe wagon— needed to inquitt 
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their trade ; for tliis could be no mystecy to freqaenten 
of brigadc-mnsters, ordinotions, cattle-sliows, commence- 
ments, and other festal meetings in our sober land ; and 
there is a dear friend of mine, irlio will smile when this 
page recalls to his memory a chivalrous deed prrfonned 
bj us, in rescuiug tlio sliow-box of such a couple from a 
mob of great doiihlcfisted countrymen. 

"Come," said I to the damsel of gay attire, '* shall wo 
fiaii all tlio wouders of tlie world together ? " 

She nudcrstood the nictaplior at once ; thougli indeed 
it would not much linve troubled me, if she liad assented 
to the literal meaniug of my words. The maliogany box 
was phced in a proper position, and I peeped in through 
its small round mogiiifving window, while the girl sat by 
my side, and gave short descriptive sketches, as one after 
another the pictures were unfolded to my view. We 
visited together, at kast our imnginatious did, full many a 
fiunons city, in the streets of which I had long yearned 
to tread ; once, I remember, we were in the liarbor of 
Barcelona, gazing townwards ; next, she bore me through 
the air to Sicily, and Iwdc mo look up at biasing ^tna ; 
then wc took wing to Venice, and sat in a gondola be- 
neath the arch of the llialto ; and anon she sat me down 
among the thronged spectators at the eoroimtion of Na- 
poleon. But tiicro was one scene, its locality she could 
not tell, which charmed my attention longer than all those 
goigeous palaces and churches, because the fancy haunted 
me, tliat I myself, the preceding summer, had bclteld just 
•neh a humble meeting-house, in just such a pine-sur- 
rounded nook, among our own green mountains. All 
these pictures were tolerably executed, though far info- 
lior to tlie girl's touches of description ; nor was it easy 
to oompreboidf bow in so few sentences, and these, as I 
M^poaedf in a kngnage foreign to her, she contrirod to 



■U 



^figt^m^^^fi^^f'm n ^t' ■ *• i ^!0iii !f t ^ >* ^ tif^ \ 



•■■SSCJCrirr 



' 



,il 



THE SSYSH VAGABONDS. 



135 



present an airy copy of each varied scene. When we had 
travelled thro'ugh the vast extent of the mahogany box, 
I looked into my guide's face. 

"Where are you going, my pretty maid?" mquired I, 
in the words of an old song. 

•* Ah," said the gay damsel, ** you might as well ask 
where the summer wind is going. We are wanderers 
here, and there, and everywhere. Wherever there is 
mirth, our iftcrry hearts are drawn to it. To-diiyt indeed, 
the people have told us of a great frolic and festival in 
these parts ; so perhaps we may be needed at what you 
call the camp-meeting at Stamford." 

Then in my happy youth, and while her pleasant voice 
yet sounded iu my ears, I sighed ; for none but mysdf, 
I thought, sliould have been her companion iu a life 
which seemed to realize my own wild fancies, cherished 
all through vistcmary boyhood to that hour. To these 
two slraugcrs the world was iu its golden age, not that 
indeed it was less dark and sad tlun ever, but because 
its weariness and sorrow had no community with their 
ethereal nature. Wherever they might appear iu their 
pilgrimage of bliss, Youth would eeiio back their ghid- 
ness, eare-strieken Maturity would rest a moment from 
its toil, and Age, tottering among the graves, would smile 
in wilhsrcd joy for their sakcs. The lonely cot, the nai^ 
row and gloomy street, the sombre shade, would catch a 
passing gleam like tliat now shining on ourselves, as these 
bright spirits wandered by. Blessed pair, whoso liappy 
homo was throughout all the earth! I looked at my 
should^srs, and thought them broad enough to sustain 
those pictured towns and mouutaius; mine, too, ^vaian 
elastic foot^ as tireless as the wing of the bird of para- 
dise; mine was then an untroubled heart, that would 
havo gone singing on its delightful way. 
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**0 maiden ! " said I aloud^ ^' vbj did you not come 
hither alouc ? *\ 

While the merry girl and myself were busy with the 
show-box, the unceasing rain had driven another way- 
fiuer into the wagon. . Ho seemed pretty nearly of the 
oM showman's age, but mucli smaller, leaner, and more 
withered than he, and less respectably chid in a patched 
suit of gray ; witbal, he had a thin, shrewd countonanoe, 
and a pair of diminutive gray eyes, which pcc|)cd rather 
too keenly out of tlicir puckerod sockets. This old fellow 
had been joking with tbe showman, in a manner which 
intimated previous acquaintance; but perceiving that the 
damsel and I liad terminated our affairs, he drew forth a 
folded document, and presented it to me. As I liad an- 
ticipated, it proved to be a circular, written in a Very 
lair wid legible hand, and signed by several distinguished 
gentlemen whom I Iwd never heard of, stating tiut the 
bearer Imd encountered every variety uf misfortune, and 
reeommending him to the notice of all charitable people. 
Previous disbursements had left me no more than a Cve* 
doUar bill, out of which, however, I olFcrcd to make the 
beggar a donation, provided he would give mo change for 
it. The object of my bcncficeuoo looked keenly in my 
face, and discerned tluit I had none of that abominable 
spirit, diaraetcristic though it be, of a full-blooded Yan- 
koe, which takes pleasure in detecting every little harm- 
less piece of knaveiy. 

** Wliy, perhaps," said the ragged old mendicant, " if 
the bank is in good standing, I cui't say but I may have 
aaoQgh about me to clumge your bill." 

««It is a biU of the Suffolk Bank," said I, ''and better 
IkaB the specie/' 

As the beggar had nothing to object, lie now produced 
% amall buif-lflalber bag, tied np carefully with a shoe* 
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siring. Wlion this was opened, there appeared a reiy 
comfortable treasure of silver coins of all sorts and sixes ; 
and I even fancied that I saw, gleaming amoug them, the 
golden plumage of tliat rare bird in our currency, the 
American Eagle. In this precious heap was my bank* 
note deposited, the rate of exchange being considerably 
against me. His wants being thus relieved, the desiituto 
man pulled out of his pocket an old pack of greasy cards, 
which hid probably contributed to fill the buff-leather 
bag, in more ways than one. 

"Come," said he, "I spy a rare fortune in your 
face, and for twenty-Ove cents more, I '11 tell yon what 
it is." 

I never refuse to take a glimpse into futurity; so, 
after shuffling the cards, and when the fair damsel had cut 
them, I dealt a portion to the prophetic beggar. Like 
otliers of his profession, before predicting the shadowy 
events that were moving on to meet me, ho gave proof 
of his preternatural science, by describing scenes through 
which I hud nirrady passcil. Here let me have credit for 
a sober fact. Winn ths old man had read a page in his 
book of fate, ho bent his keen gray eyes on mine, and 
proceeded to relate, in all its minute particulars, wliat 
was then the most singular event of my life. It was ono 
which I had no piiqiose to disclose, till the general un- 
folding of all secrets; nor would it he a much stranger 
instance of inscrutable knowledge, or fortunate conjecture^ 
if the beggar were to meet me in the street to-dny, and re- 
peat, word for word, tlie page which I liave here written. 
The fortune-teller, after predicting a destiny which time 
seems loatli to make good, put up his cards, secreted his 
treasure-bag, and began to oonverso with the other ooeu- 
pants of the wagon. 

" Well, old friend," said the showman, "you have not 
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jet told vs wLicli way yoar hot ii tamed this after- 



I am taking a trip northirard, tbis warm weather/* 
' the oonjurer» " across the Connecticut first, and 
then np tbroug^h Vermont^ andonay be into Canada before 
tlic faU. But I must stop and see the breaking up of 
the camp-meeting at Stamford." 

I began to think that all the ragniuts in New England 
wm oonrerging to the camp-meeting, and liad made tliis 
wagon tlicir rendcsrous bj the way. Tlio showman now 
proposed tliat, when the shower was over, they should 
pnouetlie road to Stamford togctlier, it being sometimes 
the ptiliey of tlieso people to form a sort of lengue and 
oonfcderacy. 

^ "And the yonng kdy too/' obser^'cd the gallant bib- 
liopolist, bowing to her profoundly, "and this fcnreign 
geollemnn, as I understand, arc on a jnnnt of pleasure 
to tlio same 4fn>t. It would add incalculably to nty own 
enjoyment, and 1 presume to that of my ecillcngue and 
his friend, if tlicy eoold be prevailed upon to join our 
party." 

Tills arrangement met with approbation on all hands, 
nor were any of those concerned more sensible of its ad* 
Tiatagcs than myself, who had no title to be included in 
it Having nln.*ady satisfied myself as to the several 
modes in which the four others attained felicity, I next 
•ei my mind at work to discover what enjoyments were 
peculiar to tlio old "Straggler," as the people of the 
oountry would have termed the wandering mendicant and 
proplict. As lio pretended to familiarity with the Devil, 
so I fimcied that ho was fitted to pursue nnd take delight 
in his way of life, by possessing some of the mental and 
moral eharactefistics, the lighter and more comic ones, 
€i the Devil in popular storica. Among them niig^t be 



leokoned a love of deeepUon for its own sake, a shrewd 
eye and keen relish for human weakness and ridiculous 
infirmity, and the talent of petty fraud. Thus to this oU 
man there would be pleasure even in the eonsciousness, 
so insupportable to some minds, that his whole life wu 
a cheat upon the world, and tliat, so far as he was con- 
cerned with the public, his little cunning Iwd tlie upper 
hand of its united wisdom. Every day would furnish 
him with a succession of minute and pungent triumphs : 
as when, for iustancs, his importunity wrung a pittance 
out of the heart of a miser, or when my silly good-no- 
tuic transferred a jmrt of my slender purse to his plump 
leather bag ; or when some ostentatious gentleman should 
throw a coin to tlie ragged beggar who was richer than 
himself; or when, though ho would not always bo so 
decidedly diabolical, his pretended wants sliould make 
him a sharer in the scanty living of real indlg^ucd. And 
then what an inexhaustible field of enjoyment, botli as 
enabling him to discern so much folly and achieve such 
quantities of minor miseliief, was opened to his sneering 
spirit by his pretensions to prophetic knowledge. 

All this was a sort of liappiness which I could conceive 
of, though I had little sympathy with it. Perhaps, had 
I been then inclined to admit it, I might have found that 
the roving life was more proper to him than to either of 
his companions; for Satan, to whom I had compared the 
poor man, lias delighted, ever since the time of Job, in 
" wandering up and down upon the earth " ; and indeed 
a crafty disposition, which operates not in dcep«laid 
plans, but in disconnected tricks, could not have an ad- 
equate scope, unless naturally impelled to a oontinosl 
change of scene and society. My reflections were hero 
interrupted. 

** Another visitor I " exoLumed the old showman. 
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Tbe door of the wagon hod been closed Rgainit the Idi 
tcmpot, wljicli wu roving and bluiteriDg villt pnxligioui 

(uTj uti eommotioQ, aud beating violcntljr agDiutt our ^ 

■belter, u if it claimed all tbose boiuelcu people Tor ill 'b< 

bwful pre;, while wc, caring little Tor tlie diiplcokuro of > "t 

tbe cleuicnii, sat conifortablj tnlLiiig. There woa now l>CF 

an attempt to open the door, succeeded by a voice, ut- ll>o 

tcriag come slraiig;, uninletligible gibberish, which mj P'^ 

conpimions mislook Tor Greek, and I suspected to be \^K 

tbiens' Latin. However, the sliowinan sicpiwd forward, ^d 
and gave admittauce to a figure which uiadc me imsgiiiei 

eilber tbot our wagon liod rolled bock two hundred jcars iod 
into post ages, or that tbe Torest aud its old iubabitaut* 

bad sprung up arauud us bj eucluiuliiieut ing 

It was a red Indian, anued wilb his bow and arrow- wa 

His dress was a sort o( cap, sdonied with a single fcallier rry 

or some wild bird, and a frock of blue eotloii, girded it^ 

tight about liini ; on bis brciut, like orders of kiiight- 'cr 

hood, hung a crcsccut and a circles, and nlber oniauieuts ut, 

of silver; vrlijle a iinall cnicilix betokened that our nf 
Fatlier llio Pope liad interposed between the Indian and 

tlie Great Spirit, whom ho liod vorsliipped in bis aim- hat 

plieilj. This son of tbe wildrmcss, and pilgrim of llio 

the storm, look his place silent]/ in the midst of us. A'p 

When the Qrst surprise was over, I rigblljF cnujeelured to 

hini to bo one of tbe Pcuobscot tribe, parties of wblch I I 

had often seen, in Uicir summer exeursious down onr ict 

Eaatem rircrs. There Ihcy paddle their birch canoes or 

among Ibc coasting scliooncrs, and build their wigwam to 

bealde some roariug milldam, aud drive a little tmdo in uw 

basket-work where ihoir laDwrs hunted deer. Our new ng 

Tjaitor was probablj wandering through the oountry es, 

towaida Boston, aubsisting on the careless charity of the [ht 

pee^ while be turned bu aiebei; to profitable acoonnt iw 
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toHiiorrows vhich make up life, among tlie sane dull 
•eenes and in (lio samo vrctclicd toil that liad darkened 
the snnsliiue of to-daj. But (here were some, full of tlie 
primeTal instinct, vbo preserved the freshness of youth 
to their ktcst years by the continual excitement of nev 
objects, new pursuits, and new associates; and cared 
little, though their birthplace might hare been here in 
New England, if the grave should dose over them in 
Central Asia. Fate was summoning a parliament of 
these free spirits; unconscious of the impulse which 
directed them to a common centre, they had come hither 
from far and near; and last of all appeared the repre- 
sentative of those mighty vagrants, who had chased the 
deer during thousands of years, and were chasing it now 
in the Spirit Land. Wandering down througSi tlie waste 
of ages, the woods liad vanished around his path ; his 
arm had lost somewliat of its strength, his foot of its 
ileetnos, his mien of its wild regality, his heart and mind 
of tlieir savage virtue and uncultured force; but here, 
untamable to the routine of artificial life, roving now 
sJong the dusty road, as of old over the forest leaves^ 
bere was the Indian still. 

" Well," said the old showman, in the midst of ray 
meditations, "here is an honest company of us, — one^ 
two^ three, four, dve, six, —all going to tlie camp-meet 
ing at Stamford. Now, hoping no offence, I should like 
to know where this young gentleman may be going ? " 

I started. How came I among these wanderers? 
Tbe free mind, that preferred its own folly to another's 
wisdom ; the open spirit, that found companions every- 
wliere; above all, tbe restless impulse, that liad so often 
aande me wretched in the midst of enjoyments: these 
my claims to be of their society. 
*lly finendsl'* cried I, stepping into tbe centre of 
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the wagon, " I am going with you to the camp-meeting 
at SUiuford." 

" But in what capacity ? " asked the old showman, 
after a moment's sileuee. " All of us here can get our 
bread in some creditable way. Every honest man shouM 
have his livelihood. You, sir, as I take it, are a mere 
strolling gentleman." 

I proceeded to iufonn the company, that, when Nature 
gave me a propensity to their way of life, she liad not 
left me altogcllier destitute of qualifications for it; 
though I could not deny that my talent was less re- 
spectable, and might be less profitable, than the meanest 
of tlieirs. My design, in short, was to imitate the story- 
tellers of whom Oriental travellers liave told us, and be* 
oome an itiueraut novelist, reciting my own extempon^ 
neons fictions to such audiences as I could collect. 

"Either this," said I, "is my vocation, or I have been 
bom in vain." 

Tlie fortune-teller, with a sly wink to the company, 
proposed to take me as an apprentice to one or other 
of his professions, either of which, undoubtedly, would 
have given full scope to whatever inventive talent I 
might possess. The bibliopolist spoke a few words in 
opposition to my plan, iuflueuced partly, I suspect, by 
the jealousy of authorship, and partly by an apprehension 
tliat the tita voce practice would become general among 
novelists, to tho infinite detriment of the book-trade. 
Dreadlug a rejection, I solicited the interest of tho meny 
damsel 

"Mirth," cried I, most aptly appropriating the words 
of L' Allegro, " to thee I sue I Mirth, admit me of thy 
crew 1 " 

"Let us indulge the poor youth,** said Mirtli, with a 
n«iinA»a which made me love her deariy, though I waa 
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no nelt ooxcamb u to mitiaterprct her moIiTc*. "1 
tan npied mucli promiaa in liiu. True, a iludaw some- 
time* flils acroat liii brow, but llie lumliiuo is sure to 
fcUow iu • moment. Ho is never guiltjr of a sod UjougliL 
but ft merty oue ts twin bom with it. Wo will inLe Ijim 
Willi us; and you sliall see tlint he will set ui aU 
^kugliiua bcTore wo reach tho camp-moctiiiff at Slaw- 

Her voice silenced Ihc scruplea of llio real, niid gained 
me admittance into tlic leaBuc ; according to I he tcrnis 
Of whicli wiibout a community of goods or profits, we 
were to lend caeh oilier all tlic aid, niid av.rt nil tlio 
bam., tiiat niiglit be in our power. This nllair sclltcd, 
ft murrcUous jolhty entered into the whole tribe of us 
Di«iifMliHg ilscif ciiaraclerislicaily in each iudividual.' 
ri«! old sliowiiion, ,itti.,g down to l.is barrcU^n, 
rtirred up the souls of the pj-iny people will, one of 
tbe qureLest tunes in the musie.b.«ki Inilora, black- 
•DUtfis, gentlemen, and Indies, all scc.ntd lo share in the 
•pint of llie occasion; and Iho Mcny-Andrcw phiyed 
liu part more facetiously tlian ever, nodding and wiuk 
ing paHicuUrlj at mo. Tlie jouug foreigner llouml.cd 
Ins fiddle-bow with ■ muter's Inind, and gave nu inspir. 
ing echo to flie sliownian's melody. The bookisli man 
Mid the meny damsel started up aiiiinllaiicously lo dunce ■ 
the former enacting the double shulRc in a style which 
ereiybody must have witnessed, ere Elcelion week was 
Uoltri out of time; whUe the girl, setting Iior arms 
ftkimbo with both hands at l.cr slitn waist, displayed 
saeb liglit rapidity of foot, and linrmony of raryiu" lati- 
tndo and motion, that I eould not coueeivo how she ever 
waatostop! imagining, at Ihemomeut, that Nature hud 
mftdo her, as the old sliowman had mnde his pun,K!l>. for 
«o««t%j»Miw«,battod«neojig«. Tl« Indian bet 
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lowed forth a anceeasion of most hideooa outcries, >omo- 
what affrighting us, till we interpnited them at tbe war- 
song, with which, in tmitatioo of hia ancntors, be wu 
prefacing Uio assault on Stamford. Tho eonjurer, mean- 
while, sat demurely in a oorocr, eitracting ft aly enjoy- 
ment from the whole scene, and, like tho facetious Mony- 
Andrew, directing his queer gUnoe particulariy at mo. 

A« for myself, with great exhilaration of fancy, I 
began to arrange and color the inculentt of a tale, where- 
with I proposed to amuse an audience that Tory evening j 
tor I saw Uiat my associates were a little ashamed of me, 
and that no time was to be loat in obtaining a public ao- 
knowledgroent of my abiUUes. 

"Come, fclbw-Iaborers," at last uud tbe old show- 
man, whom wo hod elected President; "tho shower is 
over, and we must bo doing our duty by these poor aouli 
at Slamford." 

" Wo'U come among them in proceaaion, with muao 
and doneing," cried tbe merry damael. 

Aoeoidingly — for it must be nndentood that our 
pilgrimage was to be performed on foot— we aalUed 
joyously out of the wagon, each of us, oren tho old 
geatlemau in hla white-top boots, giving a great skip aa 
we came down the Udder. Above our heads Ihero was 
such a glory of snnabino and splendor of clouds, and 
such brightoess of verdure beUiw, that, aa I modeoUy 
remarked at tho time. Nature seemed to have washed 
her face, and put on the best of ber jewelry and a freth 
green gown, in honor of our oonEedoration. Casting our 
eyes northward, wo beheld a hotaemau ^iproaching leia' 
urely, and splashing through tbe little puddles on tbe 
Stamford road. Onward be came, stiolung up ui hia 
taddio with rigid perpendienlftrity, a tall, thb figure in 
rusty bbck, whom tbe showman and the coi^urer ahottly 
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leoognited to be, wliat his aspect sufficientlj mdicated, a 
traTeUing preacher of great fame among the MeUiodists. 
What puzzled us was the fact, that his face appeared 
turned from, instead of to, the camp-meeting at Stam- 
ford. Howerer, as this new votarj of tlie wandering 
life drew near the little green space, where the guidepost 
and our wagon were situated, mj six fellow-vagabonds 
and myself rushed forward and surrounded him, crying 
oat with united voices, — 

"Wliat news, what news from the camp-meeting at 
SUmford ? " 

The missionary looked down, in surprise, at as singu- 
lar a knot of people as could have been selected from all 
his heterogeneous auditors. Indeed, considering that we 
night all be classified under the general head of Vaga- 
bond, tliere was great diversity of eliaraeter among the 
grave old showman, the sly, prophetic beggar, the fid- 
dling foreigner and his merry damsel, the smart bibliop- 
olist, the sombre Indian, and myself, the itinerant nov- 
elist, a slender youth of eighteen. I even fancied that 
a smile was endeavoring to disturb the iron gravity of 
the preacher's month. 

"Good people," answered he, "the camp-meeting is 
broke up/' 

So saying, the Methodist minister switched his stocd, 
and rode westward. Our union being thus nullified, by 
the removal of its object, we were sundered at onoe to 
the four winds of heaven. The fortune-teller, giving a 
nod to all, and a peculiar wink to me, departed on his 
nortlicm tour, chuckling withui himself as ho took the 
Stamford road. The old showman and his litcnuy co- 
adjutor were already tackling their horses to the wagon, 
wUh A design to peregrinate southwest along the sea- 
ooastk The fbraunier f"^ the nenry <i»«»— i took their 
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THE WHITE OLD MAID. 

jITjPnHE moonbeams cams Ibrough two deep ud 
0,fi.^ "TOW wjiidowi, and ihowed t spacious cimm. 

yrom ouc Ullicc, llic sludow of llic dininoiid |uinc8 was 
thrown upon t]io floor; tlio gliostly liglit, llirougli the 
Otiaci, slept upon a bed, failing between tlio IicaTj 
ullien curtoini, and illuniiualiug the Tuco of a yming 
nun. But, how qnictlj the ilumberer iaj 1 Low palo bis 
batnrea ! and how like a shroud tbe sheet was wound 
about Lii Inune I Yes ; it wis a coipae, in its burial- 
clothes. 

Suddenly, tbe fixed features seemed to more, with 
darit emotion. Strange fcutasy ! It was but the aladow 
of tbe fringed curtain, waring betwixt the dead facfl 
and the moonlight, as the door of the ciutnibcr owned 
■ad a giri stole sofUj to tbe bedside. Was there dolu- 
lion in the moonbeams, or did her gesture and her eye 
betrnjf ■ ^m of triompb, is abo bent orer the pile 
oorpse— pale a* itself— and preased her living lips to 
lbs eoU one* of the dead F As she drew back from that 
long kis^ her fcttona writbed, as if ■ proud heart were 
flghling with iU anguish. Again it seemed that the 
Mtam of tbe ooipse bad moved responsive to her 
•VB. fUiUanilliuianl Tbe lilken oortaia bad wand, 
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dwk, dnitcriiigcairis, tliat laJhea▼i^y on the dead inaa*i 
brow. 

Tlie two maidens joined their hands over the bosom of 
the corpse, and appointed a day and hour, far, far in time 
to come, for their next meeting in that chamber. The 
■tatelier girl gare one deep look at the motionless coun- 
tcnance, and departed, —yet turned again and trembled. 
cw she closed the door, almost believing that her dead 
low frowned upon her. And Edith, too ! Was not her 
wlute form fading into the moonlight P Scorning her own 
weakness, she went forth, and perceived that a negro 
idavc WM waiting in the passage, with a wax light, which 
He Iwld between her face and his own, and regarded her. 
IS she thought, with an ugly expression of merriment 
iiilUng his torch on high, the slave lighted her down the 
•tairtsaw^ and undid the portal of the mansion. Tlie 
young clergyman of the town had just ascended the 
»t^. and bowing to the kdy. passed in without a 
word. 

Years, many years rolled on ; the world seemed new 
•gam, so much older was it grown, since the night when 
those pale girb had cksped their hands across the bosom 
of the corpse. In the interval, a lonely woman had 
PMscd from youth to extreme age, and was known by 
dl tiie town, as the "Old Maid in the Winding-Sheet '• 
A taint of insanity liad alTcctcd her whole life, but so 
qmet, sad, and genUe, so utterly free from violence, that 
she was suffered to pursue her harmless fantasies, unmo- 
icstcd by the world, with whose business or pleasures she 
had naught to do. She dwelt alone, and never came into 
tt» daylight, except to follow funenls. Whenever a 
ooipse ms borne along the street, in sunshme, niin. or 
mow, whether a pompous train, of the rich and proud. 
Awpgtti after a^ or few and humUa wew th-i »«.L J* 



behind them came the lonely woman, in a long, white 
garment, which the people called her shroud. She took 
no phice among the kindred or the friends, but stood at 
the door to hear tlie fuuen&l prayer, aud walked in the 
rear of the procession, as one whose earthly cliarge it was 
to liaunt the house of inouniing, aud bo the sliadow of 
affliction, and see that the dead were duly buried. So 
long Imd this been her custom, that the inhabitants of 
the town deemed her a part of every funeral, as much as 
the coffiu pall, or the very corpse itself, and augured ill 
of the sinner's destiny, unless the "Old Maid in the 
Wiudiiig-Sheet" came gliding, like a ghost, behind. 
Once, it is said, she affrighted a bridal party, with her 
pale presence, appearing suddenly in the illuminated hall, 
just as the priest was uniting a false maid to a wealthy 
man, beforo her lover had been dead a year. Evil was 
the omen to that marriage ! Sometimes she stole forth 
by moonlight, aud visited the graves of venerable Int^* 
rity, and wedded Love, and virgin lunoceuee, aud every 
spot wh'tre the ashes of a kind and faithful lieart were 
mouldering. Over the hillocks of those (avored dead 
would she stretch out her arms, with a gesture, as if 
she were scattering seeds; aud many believed that 
she brought them from tlie garden of Paradise ; for the 
graves, which she had visited, were green beneath the 
snow, and covered with sweet flowers from April to 
November. Ilor blessing was better tlian a holy verse 
upon the tombstone. Thus wore away her long, sad, 
peaoeful, and fantastic life, till few were so old as she, 
and the people of later generations wondered how the 
dead had ever been buried, or mourners had endured 
their grie( without the "Ohl Maid in the Winding* 
Sheet" 
Still, yean wont on, and atill she followed faneralsb 
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•ad wu not yet summoned to her own festival of death. 
One afternoon, tlie great street of the .town was all alire 
with business and bustle, though the sun now gilded onlj 
the upper Iialf of the church-spire, liaving left the house- 
tops and loftiest trees in shadow. The scene was cheer- 
ful and animated, in spite of the sombro shade between 
the high brick buildings. Here were pompous merehants, 
in while wigs and heed Telirct; the bronzed faces of sea- 
capUiiis; the foreign garb and air of Spanish Creoles; 
and the disdainful port of natives of Old Enghind ;. all 
contrasted with the rough aspect of one or two back 
settlers, negotiating sales of Umber, from forests where 
axe had never sounded. Sometimes a lady passed, swell- 
ing roundly forth in an embroidered pctticoot, balancing 
her steps in high-hccled slices, and courtesying, with 
lofty grace, to the punctilious obeisances of the gentle- 
men. Tlie life of the town seemed to have its very centre 
not iar from an old mansion, that stood somewliat back 
from the pavement, surrounded by neglected grass, with 
a strange air of loneliness, rather deepened than dispelled 
by the throng so near it. Its site would have been suit- 
Mj occupied by a magnificent Exchange, or a brick 
bfcck, lettered all over with various signs ; or the large 
house itself might have made a noble Uvern, with the 
•• King's Arms" swinging before it, and guests in ereiy 
chamber, instead of the present solitude. But, owing to* 
some dispute about the right of inlieriUnee, the mansion 
had been bug without a tenant, decaying from year to 
year, and throwing the stately gloom of its shadow over 
the busiest part of the town. Such was the scene, and 
su^ the tim^ when a ^gnre, nnlikr any that liave 
been described, wu observed at n distance down the 
street 

"I eqij n stnqge sail, yonder/' remarked n Livow 



pod captain; "that woman in the long^ white gar- 
ment!" 

The sailor seemed much struck by the object, u were 
several others, who, at the same moment, caught a 
glimpse of the figure that had attracted his notice. AL 
most immediately, the various topics of conversation gave 
phce to specuktions, in an undertone, on this unwonted 
occurrence. 

" Can there be a funeral, so kte this afternoon? " in- 
quired some. 

They looked for the signs of death at every door, — 
the sexton, the hearre, the assembhige of bkek-chui reh^ 
Uves, — all that nudces up the woful pomp of funerals. 
Tliey raised their eyes, also, to the sun-gilt spire of the 
chureh, and wondered that no dang proceeded from its 
bell, which liad always tolled till now, when tliis figure 
appeared iu the light of day. But none had heard that a 
corpse was to bo borne to its home that afternoon, nor 
was Uiere aity token of a funeral, except the apparitioa 
of the " Old Maid in the Winding-Shect." 

** What may this portend I* " asked each man of his 
neighbor. 

All smiled as they put the question, yet with a certain 
trouble in their eyes, as if pestilence, or some other wide 
calamity, were prognosticated by the untimely intrusion 
among the living, of one whose presence had always been 
associated with death and woe. Wlmt a comet is to the 
earth, was that sad woman to the town. Still she mored 
on, while the hum of surprise was hushed at lier approach, 
and the proud and the humble stood aside, that her white 
garment might not wave against them. It was a long, 
loose robe, of spotless purity. Its wearer appeared very 
okl, pale, emaciated, and fed)le, yet ^ided onward, with- 
out the unsteady pace of extreme age. At one point of 
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her oonne, > littJj ro^ boj bunt fertb rrom a joor, ind 
nm, willi open innt, (owardi llie glioiilj voman, tccm- 
iBg to expect a kiss from ber bloodlcn lipi. Slie made 
a iliglit pause, ftiing Iter ejc upon liini vitli an exprea- 
ckm or DO enrililT iwecliicat, u that tlie child shivered 
and stood awe-struck, luthcr lluin affrigliled, vhila the 
Old Maid jMssed on. Periiaps ber ganncut might Iiave 
been polluted even b; an inrant's touch ; pcrhapa her kiaa 
would hare been dealli to the sweet hay, within a jear. 

"She u but a shadow," whispered the supenliliout. 
"The child put forth his arma and could not grasp ber 
robe!" * 

Tbe wonder wai increased, when tlic Old Maid passed 
beneath the porch of the deserted mansion, ascended the 
moss-coreted steps, liRcd Ihe iron knocker, and ga*e 
three raps. Tlie people could only conjcctnn, tjiat soma 
old remembrance, troubling her bewildered bmin, Iwd 
Impelled tlic poor woman hither to visit llie frieudi of her 
joulh i all gone from llwir home, long since and forerer, 
unless their ghosts still luuntcd it, — lit compauj fortlw 
"Old Maid in the Winding-Sheet." An elderij man ap> , 
pToaebed the steps, and revercntlj uncoTcring his gnj 
locks, essajcd to czpUin the matter. 

" None, Madam," said he, " hare dwelt in this house 
these fifteen jean agone, — no, not siiice tbe death of old 
C<doad Fenwicke, whose funenl jon may remember to 
ban followed. His bcin being ill agreed among them- 
aolvea, hare let ihtf mansion-house go to ruin." 

Tbe Old Maid looked slowlj round, with n slight gea- 
tare of one hand, and a dnger of the other npon her lip, 
qipesring man shadow-like than ever, in the obscurity 
<tftbeporeh. Bntagain she lifted the hammer, and gan, 
tbia tinw, a ih>^ np. CouM it be that a fbotstep was 
BOW fafluii, coming down tbe atairoaae of tbe old maoaioi^ 
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which an conceiTcd to hare been so long uatenantodf 
Slowly, fochly, jet heavUj, like the pace of an aged and 
infirm person, the step approached, rooredisUnct on cveiy 
downwanl stair, tiU it reached tbe portal. TheWIdl 
on the iuside; tlic door was opened. One upward gianco, 
towards tlie church-spire. whence tbe suusbino l«d J<^ 
faded, was the last that the people law of the « Old Maid 
in the Winding-Sheet." 

" Who undid tbe door P " asked manj. , , ,. 

This question, owing to Ibc depth of ahadow beneath 
the porch, no one could saliafaclorily answer. Two or 
three aged men, wliihi protesUng against an uiforence, 
which might be drawn, affinncd that the pcnon within 
was a negro, and bore a siiiffular rcaembUnce to old 
Ctowr, formerly a slave in the bouse, but freed bj «ath 
aomc ihirtv yean before. 

" Ucr summons has wukcd np a servant of the oW 
fiunily," s-iid one, half seriously. 

"Let us wait here," replied another. "More guesU 
will knock at ihc door, anon. But the gate of tbe grave- 
yard should be thrown open ! " 

Twilight hod ovcnpread the town, before tbe crowd 
begau to separate, or t!«s comments on this incident wen 
exhausted. One oflcr another waa wending Lis way liomo- 
ward, when a coach — no common spectacle in those dajs 
— drove slowly into the street. It wai an okL-fashioned 
equipage, hanging close to the ground, with arms on tbe 
panels, a footman behind, and a grave, corpulent ooach- 
uan seated high in front, — the whole giving an idea of 
tobimn state and dignity. There waa something awful, 
in the heavy rumWing of the wheela. The ooaoh roltod 
down the street, till, coming to the gateway of tbo do- 
lerted mansion, it drew np, and tba footBUM apnilg to 
tbogronnd. 
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''WhoM gnndeoidiif tUiP'^askedaTexr inauitt- 
a?© bodj. ^ ^ 

The footman made no reply, but ascended the steps of 
the old boose, gare three raps with the iron hammer, and 
letnmed to open the ooach^ioor. An old man poss^sed 
of the heraldic lore so common in that day examined the 
shield of arms on the panel. 

** Aaure, a lion's head erased, between three flower^e- 
luces," said he ; then whispered the name of the family to 
whom these bearings belonged. The kst inheritor of iu 
bonon was recently dead, after a long residence amid the 
q>tendor of the British court, where his birth and wealth 
bad £^ren him no mean station. " He left no child," con- 
tmuttl the herald, "and these arms, being in a loacngo, 
betoken that the coach appertains to his widow." 

Further disclosures, perhaps, might have been made, 
bad not the speaker suddenly been struck dumb, by the 
•tem eye of an ancient lady, who thrust forth her head 
from the coach, preparing to descend. As she emeiged, 
the people saw Uiat her dress was magnificent, and her 
fi^ dignified, in spite of age and infirmity, — » sUtely 
wm. but with a look, at once, of pride and wrctchcduess. 
Her strong and rigid features had an awe about them, 
unlike that of the white Old IXaid, but as of something 
etiL She passed up the steps, kaning on a gold-headed 
cane; the door swung open, as she ascended, —and the 
light of a torch glittered on the embroidery of her dres% 
and gleamed on the pillars of the porch. After a mo- 
ttcntaiy pause — a ghmce backwards — and then a des- 
perata efibrt — she went in. The decipherer of Uie coat 
of WBM had fentured up the lowest step, and shrinking 
pack immediately, pale and tremulous, affirmed that the 
Unch waa held by the toj image of old Cesar 
«-Bat» aoch a hidaooa grin," added ha, «<wm aofcr 
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seen on the face of mortal man, Uack or white! It will 
baunt me till my dying day." 

Meantime, the coach had wheeled round, with a pro- 
digious clatter on the paTcment, and rumbled up the 
street, disappearing in the twilight, while the ear still 
tracked its course. Scarcely was it gone, when the peo- 
ple began to question whether the coach and attendanta, 
the ancient lady, the spectre of old Caaar, and the Old 
Maid herself, were not all a strangely combined delusion, 
with some dark purport in its royste^. The whole town 
was astir, so tliat, instead of dispersing, the crowd con- 
tinually increased, and stood gaaiiig up at the windows 
of the mansion, now sUvcred by the brightening moon. 
The clden, glad to indulge the narrative propensity of 
age, told of tlio long-faded splendor of the family, the 
entertaiumcuts they had given, and the guests, the great- 
est of the Uuid. and even titled and noble ones from 
abroad, who had passed beneath that portal These 
graphic reminiscences seemed to call up the ghosts of 
those to whom they referred. So strong was the impres- 
sion, on some of the more imaginative liearars, that two 
or three were seised with trembling fits, at one and the 
same moment, protesting that they had distinctly heard 
three other raps of tlie iron knocker. 

** Impossible 1 " exdaimed others. ** See I The moon 
shines beneath the poreh, and shows every part of it^ 
except in the narrow shade of that piUar. There ia no 
one there ! " 

*'Did not the door openf" whispered one of tbeaa 
fanciful persons. 

"Didst thou see it, tooP" aaid hia companion, ia a 

startled tone. 

But the genend sentiment was opposed to the idei^ 
that a third visitant had made application at the door 
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of the deserted boose. A few, howerer, adhered to thb 
new manrely and eren declared that a red gleam, like 
that of a torch, had shone through Uie great front 
window, as if the negro were lighting a guest up the 
staircase. This, too, was pronounced a mere faiitasj. 
But, at once, the whole multitude started, and each man 
beheld his own terror painted in the faces of all the rest 

** What on awful thing is this ! " cried they. 

A shriek, too fcarfuUj distinct for doubt, had been 
heard within the mansion, breaking forth suddenly, 
and succeeded by a deep stillness, as if a heart had 
burst in giving it utterance. The people knew not 
whether to fly from the very sight of the house, or 
to rush trembling in, and search out the strange mys- 
teiy. Amid their confusion and afFright, they were 
somewhat reassured by the appearance of their cler- 
gyman, a Tcncrablc patriarch, and equally a saint, 
who hod taught them and their fathers the way to 
heaven, for more than the space of an ordhiary life- 
time. He was a reverend figure, with long, white 
hair upon his shoulders, a white beard upon his breast, 
and a back so bent over his staff, tliat he seemed to 
be looking downward, continually, as if to choose a 
proper grave for his weary frame. It was some time 
before tlie good old man, being deaf, and of impaired 
intellect, could be mode to comprehend such portions 
of the affair as were comprehensible at all. But, when 
possessed of the facts, his eneigies assumed unexpected 
▼Igor. 

*" Verily," said the old gentleman, *' it will be fitting 
that I enter the mansion-house of the worthy Colonel 
Fenwicke, lest any harm should have befallen that 
true Christian woman, whom ye oall the *01d Maid in 
the Winding-Sheet.' *' 



Behold, then, the venerable dergyman ««^J^ Jjf 
.teS of the mansion, with a ^^^^\^^^^^ 
Itwas the elderly man. wlio luid spoken to the Old M«d, 
ilTL^c /ho had aflerwanis explained the sbeld 
Sfarms and recognized the features of the negro I-ke 
ir^X^l they gave three raps, wUh the mm 

^"Sc^sar cometh not,'' observed the priest. ; Well 
I wot. he no longer doth service in this man«oiL 

"Assuredly, then, it was sometlung worse, m old 
Qesar's likeness ! " said the oUier adventurer^ 

-Be it as God wills," answered the clergyman. 8^ 

my stngth, thougl. it ^ --^^^^1 P^^ 

to open Uiis Ueavy door. Let us enter, ana pwi up «» 

rtato of a very old mu'. mind. As U.ey "«"ded the 
SdJ flight 3 .tairs. the ag^ derwman ?PP~^ *? 
^TC Jth caution, oemionally .t«^mg -"de. ««» ^ 
teucr bending hi. head, as it were «« "^J^ ^ 
TineUsuut aU the gestures of one who makes lus way 
K5 5 SroJg. V.hi«g the h««l of U.e . J..«sj 
Xked around, with sjul and •o««'«'','«;f";gj5j 
Mide his staff, bared hU hoary locks, and wis ctridenUy 
on the pomt of commencing a prayer. ,^^5_j 

« lleVercnd Sir," said liis attendant, who coneeiTed 
this ? r'T'-it^bto p«lude to th«r further ««rch^ 
«!i,Sd it not be wcli; that the people jom with us m 

^"'muldayl- cried the old clergyman, staring 
rtr..Sy^i'<l l"-"- "Art thou here «th «^«^ 
SJe otL? Verily. p«t times were V^^^ 
aad I deemed that I was to «««ke • /unenl PW» 
Si, a time herrtoftwe, from the h««l of thu stairease. 
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Of a trntli, I sav the shades of manj thai an gone. 
Yea, I have piayed at their hurials, one after another^ 
and the 'Old Maid in the Winding-Sheet ' hath seen 
them to their graves ! " 

Being now more thoroaghlj awake to their present 
purpose* he took his staff, and struck forciblj on the 
floor, till there came an echo from each deserted cbam- 
ber, but no menial, to answer their summons. Tbej 
therefore walked along the passsge, and again paused, 
opposite to the great front window, through which was 
seen the crowd, in the shadow and partial moonlight of 
the street beneatL On their right hand was the open 
door of a chamber, and a closed one on their left. The 
clergyman pointed his cane to the canred oak panel of the 
latter. 

"Within that chamber," obserred he, "a whole life- 
time since, did I sit by the death-bed of a goodly young 
man, who, being now at the hut gasp — " 

Apparently, there was some powerful excitement in 
the ideas which had now flashed across his mind. He 
snatched the torch from his companion's hand, and 
threw open the door with such sudden violence, that the 
flame was extinguished, leaving tbem no other light 
than the moonbouns, which fell through two windows 
into the spacious chamber. It was sui&cient to dis- ' 
cover all that could be known. In a high-backed oaken 
arm-chair, upright, with her hands chuped across her 
breast, and her haul thrown bock, sat the "Old Maid 
in the Windtng-Slicct." Tlic stately dame had (alien on 
her knees, with her forehead on the holy knees of the 
Old Maid, one hand upon the floor, and the other pressed 
oonvulsively against her heart It clutched a lock of 
liair, once ssUe, now discolored with a greenish mould. 
As the priest and hiyman advanced into the chamber, the 
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Old Maid's fetturet Msumod rach a mimiiWm»o« of 
•hifUne expression. tl«t they trusted to heKr the whd* 
myrtery explained, by a single ^rd. But »* ~ Jg 
the shadow of a tattered curtam, xrafing betwat the dead 
face and the moonlight. 

••Both dead!" said the reneraUe man. "Then who 
shall dirulge the secret ? Mcthinks it gUmmer. to and 
fro in my mind, like the light and shadow anoss the Old 
Mud's Cue. And now t b gone I " 
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ND 80, Peter, joa won't even consider of the 
basiucss P " said Mr. Jobn Brotrn, buttoning 

Jiw surtout over tlie snug rotundity of his per- 

son, and drawing on his glores. " You positirclj refuse 
to let roe haye this crazy old house, and the land under 
■ad adjoining, at the price named P " 

"Neither at that, nor treble tlie sum," responded 
the gannt, grinlcd, and threadbare Peter Goldthwaite. 
"The fact is, Mr. Brown, you must find another site 
fer your brick block, and be content to leave my estate 
with the present owner. Next summer, I intend to 
pat a spkndid new mansion over the ceUar of die old 
house.'' 

"Pho, Peter!" cried Mr, Brown, as ho opened the 
kitdicn^oor; ''content yourself with building castles in 
the air, where house-lots are cheaper than on earth, to 
say nothing of tlie cost of bricks and mortar. Suck 
foundations are solid enough for your edifices ; while this 
underneath us is just the thing for mine ; and so wo may 
both be suited. Wliat say you, again P " 

"Precisely what I said before, Mr. Brown," answeied 
Peter Goldthwaite. " And, as for eastks in the air, 
nine may not be as magnificent as that sort of architec- 
tm^ hU perhaps as substantial, Mr. fiiowu. as the verv 
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respectable brick block with dry-goods stores, tailors' 
shops, and banking-rooms on the lower floor, and law* 
yers' offices in the second story, which you arc so anxious 
to substitute." 

"And the cost, Peter, chP" said Mr. Brown, as he 
withdrew, in something of a pet " That, I suppose, will 
bo provided for, oiThaud, by drawing a check on Bubble 
Bank ! " 

John Brown and Peter Goldthwaite had boon jointly 
known to the commercial world between twenty and 
tliirty years before, under the firm of Goldthwaite ft 
Brown ; which copartnership, however, was s|)eedily dis- 
solved, by the natural incongruity of its constituent parts. 
Since that event, John Brown, with exactly the qualities 
of a thousand other John Browns, and by just such plod- 
ding methods as they used, had prospered wonderfully, 
and become one of the wealthiest John Browns on earth. 
Peter Goldthwaite, on the contrary, after innumerable 
schemes, which ought to have collected all the coin and 
paper currency of Uic country into his coflers, was as needy 
a gentleman as ever wore a patch upon his elbow. The 
contrast between him and his former partner may be briefly 
marked, for Brown never reckoned upon luck, yet always 
had it; while Peter made luck the main condition of his 
pnijects, and always missed it. While the means held out 
his speculations had been magnificent, but were chiefly 
confined, of late years, to suck small business as adven- 
tures in the lottery. Once, he had gone on a gold-gather* 
ing cxficdition, somewhere to the South, and ingeniously 
contrived to empty his pockets more thorouglily tliaa 
ever; while others, doubtless, were filling theirs with 
native bullion by tlie handful More recently he had 
expended a legacy of a thousand or two of dollars in 
purohasing Mexican scrip, and thereby became the ^iO' 
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prietor of ft proTince; wkieb, however, so far as Peter 
ooiild find out, was situated where he might liave had aa 
empire for the same money, — in the clouds. From a 
search alter this valuable real estate, Peter returned so 
gaunt and threadbare, that, on reaching New Eugland, 
the scarecrows in the cornfields beckoned to him, as he 
passed bj. " They did but flutter in the wind," quoth 
Peter Goldthwaitc. No, Peter, they beckoned, for the 
scarecrows knew their brother! 

At the period of our story, his whole visible income 
would not have paid the tax of the old mansion in which 
we find him. It was one of those rusty, moss-grown, 
many.])eaked wooden houses, which are scattered about 
the streets of our elder towns, with a boeths-browed 
second story projecting over (he foundation, as if it 
frowned at the uovehy around it. This old paternal ed- 
ifiee, needy as he was, and though, being centrally situated 
OIL the pruicipal street of the town, it would Imve brought 
him a handsome sum, the sagacious Peter had his own 
reasons for never parting with, either by auction or pri* 
vate sale. There seemed, indeed, to be a (ataliiy timt 
connected him with his birthplace; for, oHen as he had 
stood on the verge of ruin, and standing there even now» 
he had not yet taken tlie step beyond it, which would have 
eompelled him to surrender the house to his creditors. 
8o here he dwelt with bod luck till good should come. 

Here, then, in his kitchen, the only room where a 
^Murk of fire took off the chill of a November evening, 
poor Peter Goldthwaite had just been visited by his rich 
old partner. At the close of their interview, Peter, with 
nther a mortified look, glanced downwards at his dress, 
parts of which appeared as ancient as the days of Gold- 
thwaite & Brown. His upper garment was a mixed sur- 
toat» woful^ laded, and patched with newer stuff on 
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each elbow; beneath this, he wore a threadbare bbck 
coat, some of the silk buttons of which had been replaced 
with others of a different pattern ; and Ustly, thougli he 
lacked not a pair of gray pantaloons, they were very 
sliabby ones, and had been partially turned brown, by 
the frequent toasting of Peter's shins before a scanty fire. 
Peter's person was in keeping with his goodly apparel. 
Gray-headed, liollow-eycd, pale •checked, and lean-bodied, 
he was the perfect picture of a man wlio liad fed on wmdy 
schemes and empty hopes till he could neither live on 
such unwholesome trash nor stomach more substantial 
food. But, witlial, this Peter Goldthwaite, crackbraincd 
simpleton as, perhaps, he was, miglit liavo cut a very 
brilliant figure in the world, Imd he employed his imagi* 
nation in tlie airy business of poetry, instead of making 
it a demon of mischief in mercantile pursuits. After all, 
he was no bad fellow, but as harmless as a child and as 
honest and honomblo, and as much of the gentleroaa 
which nature meant him for, as an irrcgubr life and do- 
pressed circumstances will permit any man to be. 

As Peter stood on the uneven bricks of his hearth, 
looking round at (he disconsolate old kitchen, his eyes 
began to kindle with the illnmination of an enthusiasm 
thit never long deserted him. Ho raised his hand, 
cUncliod it, and smote it energetically against the smoky 
panel over the fireplace. 

'* The time is come ! " said he. '* With such a treas- 
ure at command, it were folly to be a poor man any 
longer. To-morrow morning I will begin with the gap> 
ret, nor desist till I liavc torn the house down ! '* 

Deep in tlio chimncy-conier, like a witch in a dark 
cavern, sat a little old woman, mending one of the two 
pairs of stockings wherewith Peter Goldthwaite kept his 
toes from beug frost-bitten. As the feet were zaggsd 



. ■■ II Wl W W 



^ w ^.M , iy i « < >i« » iii ^Mi p i iii 



^■•^•■■^» 



166 



TWICK-TOLD TALES. 






1'. 

i:. 

1 ( 



past all darning, she had cnt pieces out of a east-olT flan- 
nel petticoat, to make new soles. Tabitlia Porter was 
an old maid, upwards of sixty years of age, fifly.fiie of 
which she liad sat in that same chimney-corner, such 
being the length of time since Peter's grandfatlicr liad 
taken lier from the almshouse. 8he had no friend but 
Peter, nor Peter any friend but Tabitha; so long as 
Peter might hare a shelter for his own head, Tabitha 
wonld know where to shelter hers ; or, being homeless 
elsewhere, she would take her master by the hand, and 
bring him to lier native home, the almshouse. Should it 
ever be necessary, slie loved him well enough to feed him 
with lier hist morsel, and clothe htm with her under- 
petticoat. But Tabitha was a queer old woman, and, 
Uiougli never infected with Peter's flightiness, Imd be- 
oome so accustomed to hu freaks and follies, that she 
Tiewcd them all as matters of course. Hearing him 
threaten to tear the house down, she looked quietly np 
from her work. 

"Best leave the kitchen till the bst, Mr. Peter," said 
•he. 

"The sooner we have it all down the better,** said 
Peter Goldthwaite. *' I am tired to death of living in 
this cold, dark, windy, smoky, creakuig, groaning, 
dismal old house. I shall feel like a younger man, 
when we get into my splendid brick mansion, as, 
please Heaven, we shall, by this time next autumn. 
You shall have a room on the snnny side, old Tabby, 
finished and furnished as best may suit your own no- 
tions.*' 

"I should like it pretty much such a room as this 
kitchen," answered Tabitha. " It will never be like 
borne to me, till the chimney-comer gets as bliek with 
WDoke as thisj and that won't be thm hundred yean. 
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How much do you mean to ky out on the bonse, Mr. 

Peter?" 

"Wliat IS that to the purpose?" cxekimod Peter. 
lofUly. "Did not my great-giand-uncle, Peter Gold, 
thwaite, who died seventy years ago, and ^^^J^^ 
sake I am, hsavo treasure enough to build twen^ 

^''^"L't say but he did, Mr. Peter." said Tkbitha. 

threading her needle. , • # 

Tabitha well understood that Peter had lefercnoe 

to an immense hoard of the precious metals, which 

was said to exist somewhere in the cellar or walls, or 

under the floors, or in some concealed closet, or other 

out-of-the-way nook of the house. Thui wwlth, accord- 

ing to tradition, liad been accumuhitcd by a former 

Peter Goldthwaite, whose character seems to have boma 

a remarkable similitude to that of the Peter of our story. 

Like him, Jie was a wild projector, seeking to heap up 

ffold by the bushel and the cartload, instead of scraping 

it together, coin by coin. Like Peter the second, too. 

his projects had almost invariably failed, and, but for the 

magnificent success of the final one, wouW have left him 

with hardly a coat and pair of breeches to his gaunt and 

grinled person. Reports wore various as to the nature 

of his fortunate specuhitiou ; one intimating that the 

ancient Peter had made the gold by alchemy; another. 

that he had conjured it out of people's pookeU by the 

bhck art ; and a third, stUl more unaccounUbto, that the 

Devil had given him free access to the oU provincial 

treasury. It was affirmed, however, that some secret 

impediment liad debarred him from the enjoyment of his 

riches and tlat he had a motive for concealing them 

from his heir, or, at any rate, had died without diselo^ 

ing the place of deposit. The present Peter'a fiOber bad 
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Cuth enongb in the stoiy to cause the cellar to be dug 
orer. Peter himself chose to consider the legend as an 
indisputable truth, and, amid, his manj troubles, had 
this one consoktion, that, should all other resources fail, 
he might build up his fortunes by tearing his house 
down. Yet, unless he felt a lurking distrust of the golden 
tale, it is difficult to account for his permitting the paternal 
roof to stand so Iqug, since he had never yet seen the 
moment when bis predecessor's treasure would not have 
found plenty of room in bis own strong-box. But, now 
was the crisis. Should he deky the search a little longer, 
the house would pass from the lineal heir, and with it 
the vast heap of gold, to remain in its burial-pbce, till 
the ruin of the aged walls should discover it to strangers 
of a future generation. 

" Yes ! " cried Peter Goldthwaite, again ; ** to-morrow 
I will set about it'* 

The deeper he looked at the matter, the more certain 
of success grew Peter. His spirits were naturally so 
dastic, that even now, in the blasted autumn of his age, 
he could often compete with the spring-time gayety of 
other people. Enlivened by his brightening prospects, 
he began to caper about the kitchen like a hobgoblin, 
with the queerest autici of his lean limbs, and gostioula* 
tions of his starved features. Nay, in the cxubcianoe of 
his feelings, he seized both of Tabitha's hands, and danced 
the oU lady across the floor, till the oddity of her rheu- 
matic motions set him into a roar of Uughter, which was 
echoed back from the rooms and chambers, as if Peter 
Goldthwaite were kughing in every one. Finally, he 
bounded upward, almost out of sight, into the smoke 
that clouded the roof of the kitdien, and alighting safely 
on the floor agaii^ endeavored to resume his customaiy 
gnvitj. 
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*' To-morrow, at sunrise," he repeated, taking his lamp, 
to retire to bed, " I 'U see whether thb treasure be hid in 
the wall of tlie garret" 

** And, as we 're out of wood, Mr. Peter," said Tabitha^ 
puffing and panting with her late gymnastics, " as fast 
as you tear the house down, I 'U make a fire with the 
pieces." 

Gorgeous, tliat night, were the dreams of Peter Gold* 
thwaite ! At one time lie was tuniuig a ponderous key 
in an iron door, not unlike the door of a sepulchre, but 
which, being opened, disclosed a vault, helped up with 
gold coin, as plentifully as golden* com in a granary. 
There were cliasod goblets, also, uid tureens, salvers^ 
dimier-dislies, and dish-covers, of gold, or silver-gilt, 
besides chains and otlicr jewels incalculably rich, though 
tarnished with the damps of tlie vault ; for, of all the 
wealth (hat was irrevocably lost to man, whether buried 
in the earth, or sunken in the sea, Peter Goldthwaite 
had found it in this one treasure-place. Anon, he liad 
returned to the old house, as poor as ever, and was 
received at the door, by the gaunt and grizxled figure of 
a man, whom lie might have mistaken for himself, only 
tliat his garments were of a much elder fasliion. But 
the house, without losing its former aspect, liad been 
cliangcd into a palace of the precious metals. The fioors, 
walls, and ceilings were of burnished silver; the doors, 
the window-frames, the cornices, the balustrades, and the 
steps of the staircase, of pure gold ; and silver, with gold 
bottoms, were tlie cliaira, and gold, standing on silver 
iegs, the high chests of drawers, and silver the bedsteads, 
with bhinkets of woven gold, and sheets of silver tissue. 
The house had evidently been transmuted by a single 
touch ; for it retained all the marks that Peter remem- 
bered, but in gold or silver, instead of wood; and the 
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initiab of hb nnmt, vhicli, when a boj, lie had eat m 
the wooden doorpost, remained as deep in the pilUir of 
gold. A happy man would have i)cen Peter Goldlhwaite, 
except for a certain oeular deception, which, whenever 
he glanced backward, caused the house to darken from 
its glittering magnificence into the sordid gloom of ycs« 
terdaj. 

Up, betimes, rose Peter, seizi^ an axe, hammer, and 
saw, which he had placed by his bedside, and hied him 
to the garret. It was but scantily lighted up, as yet, by 
the frosty fragments of a sunbeam, which began to glim- 
mer througli the almost opaque bull's eyes of tiio window. 
A moralizcr might find abundant themes for his specula- 
tive and impracticable wisdom in a garret. There is the 
limbo of departed fashions, aged trifles of a day, and 
whatever was valuable only to one generation of men, 
and which passed to the garret when that generation 
passed to the grave, not for safe-keeping, but to be out 
of the way. Peter saw piles of yellow and musty 
aecount-books, in parchment covers, wherein creditors, 
long dead and buried, had written the name^ of dead 
and buried debtors, in ink now so faded, that their moss- 
grown tombstones were more legible. He found old 
moUi-eaten garments all in rags and tatters, or Peter 
would liave put them on. Hero was a naked and rusty 
sword, not a sword of service, but a gentleman's small 
French npicr, which had never left its scabbard till it 
lost it. Hero wero canes of twenty different sorts, but 
no gold-headed ones, and slioc-buckles of various pattern 
and msierial, but not silver, nor set with precious stones. 
Here was a laige box full of shoes, with high heels and 
peaked toes. Here, on a slielf, were a multitude of 
phials, half filled^ with old apothecaries' stufl*, which, 
when the other half had done its business on Peter's 
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anceston, had been brought hither from the death-cham- 
ber. Here— not to give a longer inventory of articles 
that will never be put up at auction— was the fragment 
of a full-length looking^lass, which, by the dust and 
dimness of iU surface, made the picture of those old 
things look older than the reality. When Peter, not 
knowing tliat there was a mirror there, caught the faint 
traces of his own figure, he partly imagined tliat the 
fonncr Peter Goldthwaitc had come back, eitlier to assist 
or impede his search for the hidden wealth. And at that 
moment a strange notion glimmered through his brain, 
that he was the identical Peter who luid concealed the 
gold, and ought to know whereabout it lay. This, how- 
ever, he Imd unaccountably forgotten. 

*' Well, Mr. Peter ! " cried Tabitha, on the garret sUirs, 
*• Have you torn the house down enough to heat the tea- 
kettle'" 

" Not yet. old Tabby," answered Peter; "bnt that's 

soon done, as you shall see." 

With the word in his mouth, he uplifted the axe, and 
Uid about him so vigorously, that tlie dust flew, the 
boards crashed, and, in a twinkling, the old woman had 
an apronful of broken rubbish. 

"We shall get our winter's wood cheap/* quoth 

Tabitha. 

The good work being thus commenced, Peter beat 
down all before him, smiting and hewing at the jobU 
and tinilicra, unclincliiug spiko-iuiils, ripping and tearing 
away boaids, with a tremendous racket, from morning 
till nighl. Ho took care, however, to leave the outside 
slidl of the house untouclied, so that the neighbon might 
not suspect wliat was going on. 

Never, in any of his vagaries, though each liad made 
him happy whib it Usted, had Peter been happier than 
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now. Perhaps, after all, there was something in Peter 
Goldthwaite's turn of mind, whieh brought him an inward 
xeoompeiise for all the external evil that it caused. If 
he were poor, ill-dad, even hungry, and exposed, as it 
▼ere, to be utterlj aimihihited by a precipice of impend- 
ing ruin, yet only his body remained in these miserable 
circumstauces, while his aspiring soul enjoyed the sun- 
shine of a bright futurity. It was his nature to be always 
young, and the tendency of his mode of life to keep him 
so. Gray hairs were noUiiug, no, nor wrinkles, nor in- 
firmity ; he miglit look old, indeed, and be somewhat disa- 
greeably connected with a gaunt old figure, much the worse 
for wear; but the true, the essential Peter was a young 
man of high hopes, just entering on the world. At tlie 
kindling of each new flrc, his burnt-out youth rose afresh 
from the old embers and ashes. It rose exulting now. 
Having lived Uius long — not too long, but just to the 
rigiit ago— a susceptible bachelor, with warm and tender 
dreams, he resolved, as soon as the hidden gold should 
flash to light, to go a-wooing, and win the love pf the 
fairest maid in town. What heart could resist himF 
Happy Peter Goldthwaite ! 

Every evening— as Peter had long absented himself 
from his former lounging-phccs, at insurance-offices, 
news-rooms, and bookstores, and as the honor of his 
company was seldom requested in private circles— he 
and Tabitlia used to sit down sociably by the kitchen 
Iinrth. This was always heaped plentifully with the 
rubbish of his day's kbor. As the foundation of the 
fire, there would be a goodlj siaed backlog of nd^Mdc, 
which, after being sheltered from laiii or damp above a 
oentttiy, still hissed with the heat, and distilled streams 
of water from each end, as if the tree had been cut down 
vithia a week or iwa Next, theio wen htfgo atiek^ 
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sound, black, and heavy, which had lost the principle of 
decay, and were indestructible except by fire, wherein 
tliey glowed like red-hot bars of iron. On this solid 
basis, Tabitlia would rear a lighter structure, composed 
of the splinters of door-panels, oniamented mouldings, 
and such quick combustibles, which caught like straw, 
and threw a brilliant blaze high up the spacious flue, 
makiug its sooty sides visible almost to the chimney, 
top. Meantime, the gleam of the old kitchen would be 
chased out of the cobwebbed comers, and away from the 
dusky crossbeams overhead, and driven nobody could 
tell whither, while Peter smiled like a gkdsome man, and 
Tabitha seemed a picture of comfoilable age. All this, 
of course, was but an emblem of the bright fortune which 
the destruction of the house wouM shed upon its occu- 
pants. 

While the dry pine was flaming and crackling, like an 
irregular diseliarge of fairy musketry, Peter sat looking 
and listening, in a pleasant state of excitement. But, 
wlien the brief blaze and uproar were succeeded by the 
dark-red glow, the substantial heat, and the deep singing 
sound, which were to hist througliout the evening, his 
humor became talkative. One night, the hundredth 
time, lie teased Tabitha to tell him something new about 
his great-graud-ttiiele. 

'* You have been sitting in that chimney-comer fifty- 
five years, oM Tabby, and must have heard many a tra- 
dition about him," said Peter. '' Did not you tell me^ 
that, when you first came to the house, there was an 
old woman sitting where you sit now, who had been 
housekeeper to the famous Peter Goldthwaite P ** 

** So there was, Mr. Peter," answered Tabitha ; ''and 
she was near about a hundred years old. She used to 
saj that she and old Peter Goidthwiita had often spenl 
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AMeiaUe ercninff by tin kitdien in. -prettT mocli •• 
yott Md I «ro doing now, Mr. Peter." ^ 

"Uc old fclW must haro resembled mo in mora 
pamta thu o.,e." .»d Peter. compl«!cn»lj. "or Lo tm" 

^mmted tte Bu,«,j better tl«m ho dii-J^I" 

U ~ ij;. TZjr^ t iti WLat m«Ie i«m Lido 

^ iifSl".'^ ** '^ ""*. "P^ ^" "^ Tahiti,*; " for. 
>• often M ho vcut to unlock the cl«at, the Old Seratch 
«me behind and ea«gl.t hi. um. The moner. thS w 
wuM Peter out of hi, pu«,; .„d he iS ffl 
to g,re h.m a deed of thi. hou«, «ul land. »hieh Peto 
•vore he vould not do." "-u xbict 

"Just as I swore to John Brown, mr old partner" 

TH^I^r^'^: "J'''t*''»»-JI««on«>ise.TlbbT'l 
ocm't believe the storj." «•'/ » x 

"Well, it maj not be just the tnilh/' «aid Tabillia- 

r^?r •^":! o^^' "^^' *^«*^ ^'^' ^^ »«k; over tie boSe' 
totbe Old Serateh ; and tliat 'a the reason it h^aS 
l«eii JO nnluekr to tliem that lived in it. And as S?n 
•B Peter liad given him the deed, the chest fle "oi^ 

KhoSi'' ?^'' ""' "" 'T.'^"^ '' ''^' gold BnTioTd 
bd.oM! ^ then, waa nothing in his fist but a pilieel of 

V^J^""? ^""""l ^"^^ •''"" ""J^ *>^<1 Tabby!" eried 
Jrter, m g««it wmth. "They wew as goid goIdS 
g«..e.. as ever bore the effigies of tlie S^oFeZ 

cumsUnce. and bow I, or old Peter, or whoever it was. 
thrnst m my hwid, or his hand, and dww it out "aUrf 
• bh«e With gold. Old rag^ indeed!" ' ^' *" ^^ 

»it li wa. not an oU woman's legend that would dia. 
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eourage Peter Goklthwaite. AU night long, he slept 
among pleasant dreams, and awoke at dayl^t with a 
joyous throb of the heart, which few are fortunate 
enough to feel beyond their boyhood. Day after day, 
he labored hard, without wasting a moment, except at 
meal-times, when Tubitha summoned him to the pork 
and cabbage, or such other sustenance as she had 
picked up. or Providence had sent them. Being a 
truly pious man. Peter never failed to ask a blessing; 
if the food were none of the best, then so much the 
more earnestly, as it was more needed; — nor to return 
thanks, if the dinner had been scanty, yet for the good 
appetite, which was better than a sick stomach at a 
feast. Then did he hurry back to his toil, and, in a 
moment, was lost to sight in a cloud of dust from the 
old walls, though sufficiently perceptible to the ear. by 
the chitter which lie raised in the midst of it. How en- 
viable is the consciousness of being usefully employed I 
Nothing troubled Peter; or nothing but those phaa- 
toms of the mind, which seem like vague recollections, 
yet have also tlie as^iect of presentiments. He often 
paused, with his axe uplifted in the air. and said to 
himself. ** Peter Goldtliwaite. did you never strike this 
blow before?" — or. "Peter, what need of tearing the 
whole house down? Think, a little while, and you 
will remember where the gold is hidden." Days and 
weeks passed on, however, without any remarkable dis- 
oovery. Sometimes, indeed, a lean, gray rat peeped 
fortii at the lean, gray man, wondering what devil liad 
got into Uio old house, which had always been so peace- 
able till now. And, occasioiuilly, Peter sympathised with 
tlie sorrows of a female mouse, who had brought five or 
six pretty, Lttle, soft, and delicate young ones into the 
world, just in time to see them crushed by its min. 
Buif M yet» no txeasunl 
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Bjr this timo, Peter, being as determined as Fate, and 
as diligent as Time, luid made an end with the uppermost 
iqpotts, and got down to the second stoiy, where he was 
bttsj in one of the front chambers. It had former)/ been 
the state bedchamber, and was honored by tradition as 
the sleepmg-apartment of Govenior Dudley and many 
other eminent guests. The furniture was gone. There 
were remnants of faded and tattered paper-hangings, but 
larger spaces of bare wall, ornamented with eliarooal 
sketches, chiefly of people's heads in profile. These be- 
ing specimens of Peter's youthful genius, it went more 
to his heart to obliterate them, tlian if they had been 
pictures on a chureh-wall by Michael Angelo. One 
sketch, however, and that the best one, affected him 
differently. It represented a ragged man, partly sup- 
porting himself on a spade, and bcudiug his lean body 
over a hole in the earth, with one hand extended to grasp 
something that he had found. But, close behind him, 
with a fiendish langh on hb features, appeared a figure 
with horns, a tufted tail, and a cloven lioof. 

" A vaunt, Satan ! " cried Peter. " The man shall have 
his gold!" 

Uplifting his axe, he hit the homed gentleman such a 
blow on the licad, as not only demolished him, but the 
treasure-seeker also, and caused the whole scone to van- 
ish like magic. Moreover, his axe broke quite through 
the plaster and hiths, and discovered a cavity. 

"Mercy on us, Mr. Peter, are you quarrelling with the 
Old Scratch ? " said Tabitha, who was seeking some fuel 
to put uuder tlie dinner-pot 

Without answering the old woman, Peter broke down 
a further space of the wall, and laid open a small closet 
or cupboard, on one side of the fircphice, about breast 
Uigh (ran the ground. It contained nothiog but a biass 
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Ump, covered with verdigris, and a dusty piece of parch- 
roent Wliilc Peter inspected the ktter, Tabitha setied 
the lamp, and began to rub it with her apron. 

••There is no use in rubbing it, Tabitha," said Peter. 
•• It is not Aladdui's lamp, though I Uke it to be a token 
of as miicli luck. Look here. Tabby ! " 

Tabitha took the parchment and held it close to her 
nose, which was saddled with a pair of iron-bound speo- 
taclcs. But no sooner had she bcguu to puzzle over i^ 
than she burst into a chuckling Jaugh, holding both her 
hands nguinst her sides. 

•• You can't make a fool of the old woman I " cried she. 
••This is your own handwriting, Mr. Peter i the same as 
in the letter you sent me from Mexico." 

••There is certainly a considerable resemblance," said 
Peter, again examining the parchment. " But you know 
yours'jlf, Tabl»y, that this closet must have been plastered 
up before you came to the house, or I came into the 
worid. No, this is old Peter Goldthwaite's writing; 
these columns of pounds, shillings, and pence are his 
figures, denoting the amount of the treasure; mid this, 
at the b'jttom, is doubtless a rcfcrcnco to tho place of 
concealment But tho ink has cither faded or peeled off, 
so that it is absolutely illegible. Wliat a pity ! " 

••Well, this lamp is as good as new. That's soma 
comfort," s:iid Tabitha. 

•• A lamp ! " thought Peter. " That indicates light on 
my researches." 

For the prcscnt, Peter ielt morc inclined to ponder on 
this discovery, than to resume his labors. After Tabitha 
had gone down stairs, he stood poring over the parch- 
ment, at one of the front windows, which was so obscnved 
with dust, timt the sun could barely throw an uncertain 
shadow of the casement across the floor. Peter foroed it 
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open, and looked oat upon the great street of tlie towii^ 
while tbe sun looked in at bis old bouse. Tbe air, 
tiiovgli mild and even wann, thrilled Peter as with a 
dasli of water. 

It was tbe first daj of the Jannaiy thaw. Tlie snow 
laj deep upon the house-tops, but was mpidly dissolving 
into millions of water-drops, whidi sparkled downwards 
throQgli the suusliine, with the noise of a summer shower 
beneath the eaves. Along the street, the trodden snow 
was as hard and solid as a pavement of white mnrbks, and 
bad not jet grown moist in the spring-like temperature. 
But, when Peter thrust forth his head, he saw that the 
inhabitants, if not the town, were alrcadjr thawed out 
bjr this warm day, after two or three M'ecks of winter 
weather. It ghiddened him — a gladness with a sigh 
breathing through it — to see the stream of ladies, 
gliding along the slippery sidewalks with their red eheeks 
•et olT by quilted hoods, boas, and sable capes, like roses 
amidst a new kind of foliage. The sleigh-bells jingled to 
and fro continually, sometimes announcing the arrival of 
a sleigh from Vermont, laden with the frozen bodies of 
porkers, or sheep, and periiaps a deer or two ; sometimes 
of a regular market-nmn, with chickens, gccso, and tur- 
keys, comprising the whole colony of a barn-yard ; and 
•omctinu» of a farmer and his dame, who had come to 
town partly for the ride, partly to go a-shopping, and 
partly for tlio sale of some <^ggs and butter. This couple 
rode in an old-fashioned square sleigh, which lud served 
them twenty winters, and stood twenty summers in the 
•un beside tlieir door. Now, a gentleman and lady 
•kimmed tlie snow, in an elegant car, shaped somewliat 
like a ooekle-sbell. Now, a stage-skigh, with its eloth 
eartains tbnist aside to admit tlie sun, daslied rapidly 
down tbe atfott^ whirling in and out among tbe rehides 
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was worthy of bis house. " cried a Toioe 

..pelerl How BO^J*- ''^J^itog « hi. bead, 
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" Look oul hero, Peter . „_._.- ijr. John Brown, 
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^Isay, Peter.** cried Mr. Brown again, ''what the 
deril are jon about there, that I hear such a rackety 
whenever I pass bj P You are repairing the old houses 
I suppose, — making a new one of it^ -- eh ? " 

••Too late for that, I am afraid, Mr. Brown," replied 
Peter. •• If I make it new, it will be new inside and out 
from the celUr upwards." 

•• Ilad not you better kt me take the job P " said Mr. 
Browu, siguiGcantljr. 

•• Not yet ! " answered Peter, hastily shutting the win. 
dow; for, e?er since he had been in search of the treas- 
ure, he hated to have people stare at him. 

As he drew back, ashamed of his outward poverty, yet 
proud of the secret weahh within his grasp, a haughty 
amde shone out on Peter's visage, with precisely tha 
effect of the dim sunbeams in tlie squalid chamber. Ha 
endeavored to assume such a niieu as his ancestor had 
probably wore, when he gloried in the building of a 
•trong house for a home to many generations of his pos- 
tenty. But the chamber was very dark to liis snow, 
daisied eyes, and very dismal too, in contrast with tlio 
Imng scene Uiat he had just looked upon. His brief 
glunpse mto the street had given him a foroiblc impres- 
•ion of the manner in which the world kept itself choer- 
ml and prosperous, by socml pleasures and an iutcrcoune 
of business, while he, in seclusion, was pursuing an object 
that miglit possibly be a phantasm, by a method which 
moat people would call madness. It is one great advan- 
Uge of a gregarious mode of life, that each person recU- 
fies his mind by other minds, and squares his conduct to 
ttat of his nciglibors, so u seldom to be lost in ccoent ricity. 
Peter GoUthwaite liad exposed himself to this inHuenc^ 
^merely looking out of the window. For a whUe, be 
wwited wbether there were any hidden cheat of gok), 
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and, in that case, whether it was so exceedingly wise to 
tear the house down, only to be oonvinoed of its noiw 
existence. 

But this was momentary. Peter, the Destroyer, n- 
sumed the task which fate had assigned him, nor faltered 
again, till it was accomplished. In the course of hia 
search, he met with many things that are usually found 
in the ruins of an old house, and also with some that are 
not. What seemed most to the purpose was a rusty key, 
which had been thrust into a chink of the wall, with a 
wooden label appended to the handle, bearing the initials, 
P. 6. Another singukr discovery was that of a bottle of 
wine, walled up in an old oven. A tradition ran in tlie 
family, that Peter's grandfather, a jovial officer in the old 
French war, had set aside many dozens of the precioua 
liquor, for tlie benefit of topen then unborn. Peter 
needed no cordial to sustain his hopes, and therefore 
kept the wine to gladden his success. Many halfpence 
did he pick up, that had been lost through the cracks of 
the floor, and some few Spanish coins, and tlie half of a 
broken sixpence, which luui doubtless been a love-token. 
There was likewise a silver coronation medal of George 
the Third. But, old Peter Goldthwaite's strong-box fled 
from one dark corner to another, or otherwise eluded the 
second Peter's dutches, till, should be seek much fiirther, 
ho must burrow into the cartli. 

We will not follow him in his triumphant progress, 
step by step. Suffice it, that Peter worked like a steam* 
eiigtitc, and finished, in tlmt one winter, the job, whicb 
all the former inliabitauts of the house, with time and 
the dements to aid thom, had only half done in a oen- 
tuiy. Except the kitchen, every room and chamber wu 
now gutted. The house wu nothing but a alidl, — 
the apparition of a house,— aa unrod as the painted 
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ediiioes of a theatre. It was like tbe perfect rind of 
a great cheese, ia vhich a mouse had dwelt and nib* 
bled, till it was a cheese no more. And Peter was the 
mouse. 

What Peter liad torn down, Tabitha had burned up : 
for she wisely considered, that, without a house, they 
should need no wood to wann it ; and therefore econ- 
omy was nonsense. Thus the whole house might be said 
to Imve dissolved in smoke, and flown up among the 
douds, througii the great black flue of the kitchen chim- 
ney. It was an admirable parallel to the feat of the man 
who jumped down his own throat 

On the night between the last day of winter and the 
first of spring, every chink and cranny had been ran- 
sacked, except within the precincts of the kitchen. This 
fated evening was an ugly one. A snow-stonn had set 
in some hours before, and was still driven and tossed 
about the atmosphere by a real hurricane, which fought 
against the house, as if the prince of the air, in person, 
were putting the final stroke to Peter's hibors. The 
framework being so much weakened, and the inward 
props removed, it would have been no marvel, if, in somo 
stronger wrestle of the blast, the rotten walls of the 
edifice, and all the peaked roofs, had oome crashing dowa 
upon the owner's liead. He, however, was careless of the 
peril, but as wild and restless as tlic night itself, or as 
the flame that quivered up the chimney, at each roar of 
the tem|iestuous wind. 

** The wine, Tabitha ! " he cried. " My grandfather's 
rich old wine I Wo will drink it now I " 

Tabitha arose from her smoke-blackened bench in the 
ohtmney-eomer, and phccd the bottle before Peter, close 
beside the old brass kmp, which had likewise been the 
pmo of his researches. Peter held it before his eycs« and 
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i«AH«ff UirottKb the liquid medium, bebeld the kitchm 

Tabitha. mid gilded her silver I"". «"^,«»?''"7, °f 
iSS^meuU into robe, of queenly .pteBdor. It «- 

"^^^r't;:i.^S!ifeJ'?Sith.. «mu.t thewioeb. 

ir^ini^tf^r-^s^ri/i^ 

^"i.e^brig'^iotLiwiu the houK. he. mouth. 
uJk o7 tSeUue with old Peter GoldthW. nut, 
JS .«d decapitated tto «»lcd cork at • '^^^IJ^T; 
Sf tL m Jtwo UtUe china i^^J^ ^^, 
l«d brought from the cupboard. ^.^^.^^^TuA 
wu thi. aged trine, that it .hone ^»^^^^^^^ 

SJ!S tfe sprig of rf'^STli^VCl^ 

each, more dUUuctly \^^^' '^^^ ^S^y^^ 
ao wine there. Its rich and delicate perfume wwon 

'•^S'liiStS' cried Peter. "3;.^ on ^ 

''"So;%".S^tr«';«d through wht chanpe. «f »,. 
J^SZL i^Jnmity. liad t!«t bottle ho«dcdnp 
ite effervescent joy. to be quaffed at hist by two snoh 
Ji.f^":lif A porSon of the WPJ-^JJ 
former ago had been kept for them, and was uo« •«» 

S" a^erowdof rejoicing vUion..*- ^'^ -jf^ 
rtorin and desotation of the present time. Until. Unj 
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kfe fioitbed tho bottle^ we must turn our ejes cboi 
where. 

It to chanoed, that, on this stormy iiig)it» Mr. John 
Brown found himself ill at ease, in his wire-cushioned 
ann-ehair, bjr tlie glowing grate of anlhracite, which 
heated his handsome parlor. He was uatumllj a good 
tort of a man, and kind and pitiful, wheuever the mis- 
fortunes of others happened to reach his heart througli 
the padded vest of his own prosperity. This eveuiug, 
ha had thought much about his old pariiicr, Peter 
Goldthwaitc, his strauge Tagarics, and continual ill luck, 
the poverty of his dwelliug, at Mr. Brown's last Tisit, 
and Peter's crucd and haggard aspect, when ho had 
talked with him at the wiudow. 

•• Poor fellow I " thought Mr. John Brown. •• Ppor, 
cnck-brained Peter Goldlhwaite ! For old acquaiutance* 
sake, I ouglit to hare taken care that he was comforta- 
ble, this rough winter." 

These fceUugs grew so powerful, that^ in spite of the 
inclement weather, he resolved to visit Peter Qold- 
thwaite immediately. The strength of the impulse was 
leally singuhtf. Every shriek of the bhist seemed a 
summons, or would have seemed so, had Mr. Brown 
been accustomed to hear the echoes of liis own fancy in 
the wind. Much amazed at such active benevolence, he 
huddled himself in his cloak, muffled his throat and ears 
in comforters and handkerchiefs, and, thus fortified, bade 
defiance to tlie tempest But the )x>wers of the air hod 
lather tho best of the battle. Mr. Brown was just 
weatheriug the corner, by Peter Goldthwaite's house, 
when the hurricane caught him off his feet, tossed him 
ftce downward into a 8now*bank, and proceeded to 
bttiy btt proiubenuit pari beneath fresh drifts. There 
' liide hope of Us reappeannos^ earlier than the 
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next thaw. At the same moment, hb hat was snatched 
away, and whirled aloft into some lar-distant region^ 
whence no tidings have as yet returned. 

Nererthelcss, Mr. Brown contrived to burrow a pas* 
sage through the snow-drift, and, with his bare head 
bent against the storm, floundered onward to Peter's 
door. Tliere was such a creaking, and groaning, and 
rattling, and such an ominous sliaking throughout the 
crazy ^ificc, that the loudest rap would liave bscn in* 
audible to those within. He therefore entered, without 
ceremony, and groped his way to tlie kitchen. 

Ilis intrusion, even there, was unnoticed. Peter and 
Tabitha stood with their backs to the door, stooping over 
a largo chest, which, apimrently, they had just dragged 
from a cavity, or concealed closet, on the left sldo of the 
cliimuey. By tho lamp in the, old woman's hand, Mr. 
Brown saw that ths chest was barred and clamped with 
iron, strengthened with iron plates, and studded with iron 
nails, so as to bo a fit receptacle in which the wealth of 
one century might be hoarded up for the wants of an- 
other. Peter Gokithwaite was uiserting a key into the 
lock. 

"O Tabitlu!" cried he, with tremulous repture, 
"how shall I endure the effulgence? Tlic gold! — the 
bright, bright gold ! Methinks I can remember my kst 
ghuiee at it, just as tho iron-pUted lid fell down. And 
ever since, being seventy years, it luts been blazing in 
secret, and gathering its splendor against this (^orions 
moment ! It will ibsh upon ns like the noonday sun ! '* 

*'Then shade your eyes. Mr. Peter!" said Tabitha^ 
witli somcwlut less patience tlian usual '^Buty for 
merey's sake, do turn tho key ! " 

And, with a strong effort of both liands, Peter did 
Ibroo the rusty key through the intricacies of the msty 
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lock. Mr. Brown, in the mean iime» had drawn near, 
and thrust his eager visage between those of the otlier 
two, at the instant that Peter threw up the lid. No 
•ndden bbie illuminated the kitehen. 

" What 's here f " exclaimed Tabitha, adjusting her 
spectacles, and holding the lamp orcr the open cheat 
"Old Fclcr Goldlhwaite's hoard of old mgs." 

" Pretty much so, Tabby," said Mr. Brown, lifting a 
handful of the treasure. 

O, what a gliost of dead and buried wealth liad Peter 
Goldthwaite raised, to scare himself out of his scanty 
wits withaK! Here was tlie semblance of an incalculable 
sum, enough to purchase the whole town, and build 
ereiy street anew, but which, vast as it was, no sane 
man would Iwvc given a solid sixpence for. Wluit then, 
in sober earnest, were the delusive treasures of the 
chest P Why, here were old provinciiil bills of credit, 
and treasury notes, and bills of land banks, and all 
other bubbles of tlie sort, from the first issue, above a 
century and a half ago, down nearly to tho llcvohition. 
Bills of a thousand pounds were intermixed with parch- 
ment pennies, and worth no more than they. 

"And this, then, is old Peter Goldthwaitc's treasure ! " 
said John Brown. " Your namesake, Peter, was some- 
thing like yourself; and, when the provincial currency 
had depreciated fifty or seventy-five per cent, he bouglit 
it up, in expectation of a rise. I have heard my grand- 
father say, that old Peter gave his father a mortgage 
of this very house and land, to raise cash for his silly 
project But the currency kept sinking, till nobody 
would take it as a gift ; and there was old Peter Gold- 
thwaite, like Peter the second, with thotisands in hia 
stnmg-box, and hardly a coat to his back. He went 
mad upon the atiength of it But, never mind, Peter 1 
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It is just the sort of capital for building castles in the 

air." 

"Tlie house will be down about our ears!" cried 
Tabitha, as the wind shook it witli increasing violence. 

*' Let it fall ! ** said Peter, folding his arms, as he 
seated himself upon the chest 

"No, no, my old friend Peter," said John Brown. 
"I have house-room for you and Tabby, and a safe 
vault for the chest of treasure. To-morrow we will try 
to come to an agreement about the sale of this old house. 
Real estate is well up, and I could afford yon a pretty 
handsome price." 

" And I," observed Peter Goldthwaite, witii reviving 
spirits, " have a phin for Uyuig out the cash to great ad* 
vuttage." 

" Why, as to that,'* muttered John Brown to him- 
self, " we must apply to the next court for a guardian 
to take care of the solid cash ; and if Peter insists upon 
apeeulatiug, lie may do it to his heart's content with old 
PsxER GoLDiinrAixR'a Tasabuu." 
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CHIFPINaS WITH A CHISEL. 

ASSINO a sammcr^ several yean since, at £d- 
gartowuy ou the isUud of Martha's Viucyard, I 
became acquainted with a certain carver of 
tombstones, wbo had travelled and vovagcd thither from 
the interior of Massachusetts, in search of professional 
employment The speculation bad turned out so suc- 
oessful, that my friend expected to transmute slate and 
marble into silver and gold, to the amount of at least a 
thousand dollars, during the few months of his sojourn 
at Nantucket and the Vincynrd. The secluded life, and 
the simple and priuiitive spirit which still eharacterisea 
the inhabitants of those ishinds, especially of Mortlia'a 
Vineyard, insure their dead friends a longer and dearer 
icmembrmice than the daily novelty and revolving bus- 
tlo of the world can elsewhere afford to beings of the 
past. Yet while every family is aniious to erect a me- 
morial to its departed memben, the untainted breath of 
ocean bestows such bealtli and length of days upon the 
peoplo of the isks, as would cause a mehincholy dearth 
of business to a jesident artist in that line. Uis own 
monument, xecording liis disease by starvation, would 
probaUy be an eariy specimen of his skill. Oravestones, 
therefore, have generally been an article of imported 
j m rri ii Bd i sft 



In my walks through the burial-ground of Edgartown, 

where the dead Iiave hun so long that the soil, onoe 

enriched by their decay, has returned to iU original bar- 
renness,— in tluit ancient burial-ground I noticed much 
variety of monumental sculpture. The elder stones, 
dated a century back, or more, have bordera elaborately 
carved with flowers, and are adorned with a multiplicity 
of dealh's-licads, cross-bones, scythes, hour-glasses, and 
other lugubrious emblems of mortality, with hero and 
there a winged cherub to direct the mounicr's spirit 
upward. These productions of Gothic taste must have 
been quite bsyoud the colonial skill of the day, and were 
probably canxd in London, and brought across the 
ocean to commemorate the defunct worthies of this lonely 
isle. The more recent monuments are mere slabs of 
sUte, in the ordinary style, without any superfluous 
flourishes to set off tlie bald inscriptions. But othcra 
— and those lar the most impressive, both to my taste 
and feelings — were roughly hewn from the gray rodcs 
of the island, evidently by the unskilled hands of surviv- 
ing friends and relatives. On some there were merely 
tho initials of a name ; some were inscribed with misspelt 
prose or rhyme, in deep letten, which the moss and 
wintry rain of many yeara hod not been able to obliter- 
ate. These, these were graves where loved ones slept I 
It is an old theme of satire, the falschoGd and vanity of 
monumental eulogies; but when afleetion and sorrow 
grave the Icttera with their own painful labor, then we 
may bo aure that they copy from tho lecord on theur 

hearts. 

My acquaintanoo, the sculptor,— he may share that 
title with Greenongh, since the dauber of signs is a 
painter as well as Raphael, — Imd found a ready market 
for all his bhmk skba of marUe, and full occupatioa in 
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lettering and ornamenting them. He tras an elderlj 
man, a descendant of the old Puritan familj of Wiggles- 
worth, with a certain simplicity and singleness, both of 
heart and mind, which, methinks, is more rardj found 
among us Yankees tlian in any other community of peo- 
ple. In spite of his gray head and wrinkled brow, he 
was quite like a child in all matters save wliat had some 
reference to his own business; he seemed, unless my 
fancy misled me, to view mankind in no oilier relation 
than as people in want of tombstones ; and his literary 
attainments evidently eompreliended very little, either of 
prose or poetry, which had not, at one time or other, 
been inscribed on skte or marble. His sole task and 
oiBce among the immortal pilgrims of the tomb — the 
duly for which Providence had sent the old man into 
the world, as it were with a chisel in his hand — waste 
Uibel the dead bodies, k»t their names should be for- 
gotten at the resurrection. Yet he had not failed, within 
a narrow scope, to gather a few sprigs of earthly, and 
more than earthly, wisdom, — the harvest of many a 
grave. 

And lugubrious as his calling miglit appear, lie was as 
cheerful an old soul as health, and integrity, and kck of 
care, could make him, and used to set to work ufton one 
sorrowful inscription or another with that sort of spirit 
which impels a man to sing at his labor. On tlie whole, 
I found Mr. Wigglesworth an entertaining, and often 
instructive, if not an interesting chareeter; and partJy 
for tlie charm of his society, mi still more because hia 
work lias an invariable attraction for " man that is bom 
of woman,** I was accustomed to spend some houn a 
day at his workshop. The quaintness of his remarks, 
and their not infrequent truth, — a truth condensed and 
pointed by the limited sphere of his view.--ffaTa a 
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laciness to his talk, which mere worldliness and general 
cultivation would at once have destroyed. 

Sometimes we would discuss the respective merits of 
tlie various qualities of marble, numerous skbs of which 
were resting against the walls of the shop; or sometimes 
an hour or two would itass quietly, without a word on 
cither side, wliile 1 watched how uesitly his chiiicl struck 
out letter after letter of the names of the Nortons, the 
Maylicws, the Luces, the D^iggets, and other iniuiemorial 
faniilic^s of the Viueyard. Often, with an artist's pride, 
tlie good old sculptor would speak of favorite productions 
of his skill, which were scattered throughout the village 
graveyanls of New Euglaud. But my chief and most 
instnietivc amusement was to witness his interviews with 
his customers, who held iuteniiinable consultations about 
the funn and fashion of tlie desired monuments, the 
buried exeelleiioc to be commemorated, the anguish to 
be expressed, and finally, tlie lowest price iu dolhin and 
cents for which a marble transcript of tlieir feelings might 
be obtained. Really, my iniud received many fresh ideas, 
which, perhaps, nmy remain in it even longer than Mr. 
WigglcswortlVs hardest marble will retain tlie deepest 
alrokcrs of his chisel. 

An cldcriy lady came lo bespeak a monument for her 
first love, who hod been killed by a wliale in the Paoifie 
Ocean no less than forty years before. It was singular 
that so strong m\ impression of cariy feeling should have 
survived through the cliongcs of her subsequent life, in 
the course of which she hod been a wife and a mother, and, 
so far as I could judge, a comfortable and happy woman. 
Reflecling within myself, it appeared to me tliat this life- 
long sorrow — as, iu all good fiiith, slio deemed it — was 
one of the most fortunate ciroumstauces of her htstoij. 
It had given an ideality to her mind; it had kept her 
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rS iLi^v ? ~ '*• tto perfect md of 
;;^itw«.chec«Bomom And Peter w,. the 

0« Ibe n.;gl.t between the last day of winter and the 

ILT^- . . '. ■"** *" •«»" <«riv«> <uid tossed 
i2i! ih '*,'^P^">.^J • ""l hurricane, which fZS 
•B«n.t the house, u if the prince of the air. in pcX 
wre p„«.„g ,i.c fi„,i rt,oke to Peter's h.fcL'^^ 
framework bcnig so much wcakewid. and the »«!? 
W nnnored. it would have been nrm^ei S iTZf 

JSlirow'n!^. '^Hr*^ ^ '^ cmshinjl J; 
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looking tlirottgh the liquid medinm, beheld the kitehea 
illumiuated with a golden glory, which also enveloped 
T^bitha, and gilded her silver hair, and converted her 
mean garments into robes of queenly splendor. It ra- 
mindcd him of his golden dream. 

'*Mr. Peter/' remarked Tabitha, "must the. wine be 
drunk before the money is found?" 

" The money i* found ! " cxchumcd Peter, with a sort 
of fierceness. " The chest is within my reach. I will 
not sleep, till I liave turned this key in the rusty lock. 
But, first of all, let us drink ! " 

There being no corkscrew in the house, he smote the 
neck of the bottle with old Peter Ooldthwaite's rusty 
key. and decapitated tlie scaled cork at a single blow. 
He then filled two little china teacups, which Tabitha 
had brought from the cupboard. 8o clear and brilliant 
was this aged wuie, that it shone within the cups, and 
rendered the sprig of scarlet flowers, at the bottom of 
each, more distiuctly visible, than when there had been 
no wiue there. Its rich and delicate perfume wasted 
itself rouud the kitchen. 

" Driuk, Tabitha ! " cried Peter. '' Blessings on the 
honest old fellow, who set aside tlib good hquor for 
you and me! And here's to Peter Goldthwaite't 
memory ! " 

" Aud good cause have we to remember bun/' quoth 
Tabitha, as she drauk. 

IIow many years, aud through what cluinges of for- 
tune, aud various odamity, had tliat bottle hoarded up 
its cfier\'csccnt joy, to be quaffed at bst by two saoh 
boon c()iH)Minioas 1 A portion of the happiness of a 
former ago hnd been kept for them, aud was now set 
free, iu a crowd of rejoicing visions, to sport amid the 
storm and desobtion of the present time. Until, tbqf 
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bnncei tput tna themieWes, women, on the other bud, 
■le coMcioiu that m portion of tlidr being liu gone with 
the depiirtcd whilhertoeTer be luu gone. Soul elingi to 
KHil; llie liring duat bun ijmpallij with the dust of 
the gmrc; and, b; Ihe rer; strength o{ timt ajmpatbj, 
the wire of the dead shriuki tbe more scnsitiveljr from 
nmiudiiig the world of il> ciistence. Tlio link ia al- 
ntiAj strong enough ; it nceda no visible symbol. And, 
though a slisdow walks erer bj her aide, and tlie touch 
of a chill hand U on her bosom, yet life, sud pcrcbance 
ita natural jeamiugs, maj atiU be warm within her, and 
inapirc her with new hopes of hnppincas. Thcu would 
■he mark out (1;c grave, the accnt of which would be 
peiecptihlc on tbe [hIIow of Uie second bridal f No — 
but ralltcr level its green mound with tlie surrounding 
earth, as if, when she dug up again Iter buried lieart, 
the apot liad ceased to bo a gra*e. Yet, in spite of theae 
•entimentalilica, I was prodigiouslj amused b> an inci- 
dent, of wliicb I bad not llie good forluno to be a wit- 
ness, bnt which Mr. Wigglcsworth related with eonsid- 
enUo humor. A genllewoinan of the town, receiving 
newa of her Iiuabaud's loss at sea, lutd bespoken n band- 
tome slab of marble, and came daily to trnlck (lie pro- 
gctu of mj friend's chisel. One aflcnioon, when Uie 
good lady and the sculptor were m tbe very inidst of 
tbe cpiia]^, which llie departed spirit might have beet) 
greatly comforted to icnd, who aliould walk into the 
vori^sliop bnt the deceased himself, lu substance ns well 
H aiHfitl Ho had been picked up at sea, and stood in 
■to present need of lomhatono or epitaph. 

" And how," inquired I, " did his wife be4r the shod 
of joyful surprise r" 

"Wbf," said tiie old man, decpeniag tbe grin of a 
dflith'a-hei^ go whioh hit chisel was just then e» 
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ployed, " I really felt for the poor woman ; it w»s one 
of my b:st pieces of marble, — and to be thrown awaj 
on a living uiou ! " 

A comely wonuui, willi a pretty rosebud of a daugh- 
ter, cams lo select a gravcstaue for a twiii-dangliter, 
who had died a mouth before. I was impressed with 
the diUcrcut nature of their feelings for the Ueud ; the 
mother was calm aud wofullj resigned, fully conscious 
of her loss, as of a treasure wliicli she had not always 
possessnl, and, therefore, had been aware that it luigbt 
bo taken from her; but the daugiilcr evidently kid no 
real knotrlcdgo of wliat dealh'a doings were. Iler 
tlioughls knew, but uot her heart. Il scorned to ao, 
that by the print aud pressure which tlie d^oJ sister 
bad leA upon tlio survivor's spiril-, licr feelings were 
almost the same oa if slic still stood sidi by side, and 
arm in arm, wilh tlio departed, looking at the abbs of 
marble i and once or twico she gluiieed oround with a 
snnny smils, which, as its sister smile hod fadsd for- 
ever, soon grew confusedly ovcrihidowcd. Poroluuioe 
her eousoiousncss was truer tliau bcr reflection, — per- 
clionco lior dead sistor was n closer companion than in 
life. The uollicr and daugiilcr talked n long while with 
Ur. Wigglvswonh about a suitoblo epitaph, aud Qiudlj 
cboec an ordumi; verse of ill-iiwlclied rhymes, which 
luid already been inscribed upou iuuumenble tomb- 
stones. But, when we ridicule the triteuess of monu- 
mental verses, we forget tliat Sorrow reads far deeper 
in tliont tliau we can, aud finds a profound and individ- 
oal purport in what aeonu so vague and inexpressive 
unless ulerprelcd by bor. Sho makes the epitaph uew, 
thoagh the self-same words may have serred for a thou- 
sand graves. 

"And yet," said I aAermrds (o Mr, Wigglesworl^ 
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"they miglit hare made a belter cboico than tliit. 
Wliile you vera discussing the subject, I was struck 
bj at least a doscn simple and imtural expressions from 
the lips of both mother and daughter. Ouo of these 
would have formed an inscription equally original and 
appropriate/* 

"No, no,'' replied the sculptor, slinking his head, 
" there is a good deal of comfort to bo gnlhorcd from 
these little old scrujis of poetry ; and so I always roc* 
ommeud them in preference to any ncw*fuuglcd ones. 
And somehow, they seem to stretch to suit a great grief^ 
and shriuk to fit a small one." 

It was not seldom that ludicrous imngcs were excited 
by what took phice between Mr. Wigglcsworth and his 
enstomers. A shrewd gentlewoman, who kept a tavern 
in the town, was anxious to obtain two or three grare- 
•tones for the deceased members of her family, and to 
pay for these solemn commodities by taking the sculptor 
to board. Hereupon a fantasy arose in my mind, of 
good Mr. Wigglcsworth sitting down to dinner at a 
broad, flat tombstone, carving one of his own plump 
little marble cherubs, gtmwing a pair of cross-binics, 
and drinking out of a hollow death's-head, or perhaps 
n lachrymatory vase, or sepulchral urn ; while his hos- 
tess's dead children waited on him at the ghastly ban- 
quet On communicating tliia nonsensical picture to the 
old man, he bughed heartily, and pronounced my humor 
to be of the right sort. 

*' I have lived at such a table all my days," said hc^ 
"and eaten no small quantity of shite and mar>»le." 

'*Hanl fare ! " rejoued I, smiling; "but you seemed 
to have found it excellent of digestion, too." 

A man of fifty, or thereabouts, with a Imrsh. nnpleas- 
«it countunanre, ordered a stone for the gmve of 
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bitter enemy with whom he had waged war&re half a 
lifetime, to their mutual misery and ruin. The secret of 
this phenomenon was, that lutred had become tlio sus- 
tenance and enjoyment of the poor wretch's sonl; it had 
supplied the place of all kindly affections ; it had been 
really a bond of symjialhy between himself and the man 
who sharcil the passion ; and when its object died, ilio 
unapprasahlc foe was tlie only monnior for tlio dead, 
ilo cxjirosscd a purpose of being buried side by side 
with his enemy. 

" I doubt whether their dust will mingle," remarked 
the old sculptor to me ; for often there was anearthlinese 
in his conceptions. 

"O yes," replied I, who had mused long npon the in- 
eideut ; " and when they rise again, these bitter foes may 
find themselves dear friends. Methiuks what they mis- 
took fur Imtrcd was but love under a mask." 

A gi?nllcman of antiquarian propensities provided a 
memorial for au ludian of Cliabbiquidick, one of the few 
of untainted blood remaining in that region, and said to 
bo au hereditary chieftain, descended from the sachem 
who welcomed Governor Mayhew to the Vineyard. Mr 
Wigglcsworth exerted his best skill to carve a broken 
bow and scattered sheaf of arrows, in mcmoiy of the 
hunters and warriors whoso race was ended hero ; but bo 
likewise sculptured a cherub, to denote tliat the poor 
Indian had shared tho Christian's hope of immortality. 

" Why," observed I, taking a perverse view of the 
wmgcd boy and tho bow and arrows, "it looks more like 
Cupid's tomb than an Indian chiefs ! " 

" You talk nonsense," said the sculptor, with the 
oflendcd pride of art ; he then added, with his usual good- 
nature, " How can Cupid die when then are snob nnttv 
maidons in the Vineyard P " 
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" Vgij true," answered I ; and for tlie rest of tlie daj 
I tliouglit of other matters than tombstones. 

At our next meeting I found him chiselling an open 
book upon a marble headstone, and concluded tliat it 
was meant to express the erudition of some black-letter 
okiigyman of the Cotton Mather school. It turned oat» 
however, to be emblematical of the scriptural knowledge 
of au old woman who liad never read anything but her 
Bible i and the monument was a tribute to her ))ietjr and 
good works, from the Orthodox church, of which she had 
been a member. In strange contrast with this Christian 
woman's memorial, was that of an iufidel, whose grave- 
stone, by his own direction, bore an avowal of his belief 
that the spirt within him would be extiugu'ished like a 
flame, and that the nothingness whence he sprang would 
receive him again. Mr. Wigglesworth consulted mo as 
to the propriety of oiabling a dead man's dust to utter 
this dreadful creed. 

" If I thought," said he, "that a single mortal would 
lead the inscription witliout a shudder, my chisel should 
never cut a letter of it But when the grave speaks such 
ialsehood^, tho soul, of man will know tho truth by its 
own horror." 

"So it will," said I, struck by the idea; "the \yooT 
infidel may strive to preach bbsphcmies from his grave ; 
but it will bo only another method yf impressing tho 
soul with a consciousness of immortality." 

There was an old man by tho namo of Norton, noted 
throoghont the uland for his great wealth, which he 
had accumulated by tho exercise of strong and shrewd 
faeultics, eombined with a most penurious disposition. 
This wretched miser, conscious that ho luid not a friend 
to be mindful of him in his grave, had himself taken the 
■oedful preca ut ioiis for posthumons remembrance^ by 
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bespeaking an immense slab of white marble, with a long 
epitaph in raided letten, the whole to be as magnificent 
as Mr. WigglesvortU's skill could make it. There was 
something very characteristic in this contrivance to have 
his money's wortli even from his own tombstone, which, 
indeed, alTorded him more enjoyment in the few months 
that he lived thereafter, than it probably will in a whole 
century, now that it is laid over his bones. This incident 
reminds me of a young girl, a pale, slender, feeble crea. 
turc, most unlike the otiicr rosy and healthful damsels 
of the Vineyard, amid whose brightness she was fading 
away. Day after day did the poor maiden conic to tho 
sculptor's sliop, and pass from one piece of marble to an- 
other, till at last she pencilled her name upon a slender 
slab, which, I tliink, was of a more spotless white than all 
the rest. I saw her no more, but soon afterwards fonnd 
Mr. Wigglesworth cutting her viigin name into the stone 
which she had chosen. 

"She is dead, — poor girl," said he, interrupting the 
tune which he was whistling, "and she chose a good 
piece of stuff for her headstone. Now which of these 
slabs would you like best to sec your own name upon P" 

" Why, to tell you the truth, my good Mr. Wiggles- 
worth," replied I, after a moment's pause, — for tho ab- 
ruptness of the question had soniewliat startled me, — 
" to ba quito sincere with you, I care little or nothing 
about a stone for my own grave, and am soniewliat ta< 
cliucd to scepticism as to the propriety of creeling monu* 
ments at all, over the dust tlmt once was human. Tho 
weight of these heavy marbles, thougli unfelt by tho dead 
corpse of tho enfranchised soul, presses drearily upon the 
spirit of tlie survivor, and causes him to oonneot tho idea 
of death with tlie dungdon-like imprisonment of tho tomb^ 
instead of with the freedom of the skica. Every gra?0* 
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ftone that yoa ever made is the visible symbol of a mis- 
taken system. Our tliougkls should soar upward with 
the butterfly, — not linger with the exuvim timt ccmfined 
him. In truth and reason, neither those whom we call 
the livuig, and still less the departed, have auythiug to do 
with the grave/' 

'* I never heard anytliing so heathenisli ! " said Mr. 
Wi^lcsworth, perplexed and displeased at sculiments 
which controverted all his notions and feelings, and im- 
|»lied the utter waste, and worse, of his whole life's labor; 
''would you forget your dead friends, the moment they 
are under the sod ? " 

"They are not under the sod," I rejoined ; " then why 
should I mark the spot where there is no treasure hid- 
den I Forget them P No I But to remember them 
•riglit, I would forget what tliey have cast off. And to 
gain the truer eouocptiou of Dkatu, I would forget the 
Gbavb ! " 

But still the good old sculptor murmured, and stum- 
Ued, as it were, over the gravestones amid wliieh he had 
walked through life. Whether he were right or wrong; 
I had grown the wiser from our companionship and from 
ny ob»;n'ations of nature and eharaeter, as disphiycd by 
those who came, with their old griefs or their new ones, 
to get tiiem recorded upon his slabs of nmrble. And yet» 
with my gain of wisdom, I had likewise gained perplex- 
ity ; for tiiere was a strange doubt in my mind, wiielhcr 
the dark shadowing of this life, the sorrows and regrets^ 
bave not as much real comfort in them — leaving relig- 
loiia influeooes out of the question — as what we term 
liVsjoys. 
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THE SHAKES BBIDAIi. 

XE day, in the sick-chamber of Father Ephraim, 
who had been forty years the presiding elder 

y over the Shaker settlement at Goslien, there 

was an assemblage of several of the chief men of the 
sect. Individuals had come from the rich establishment 
at Lebanon, from CanterbuTy, Harvard, and Alfred, and 
from all the other localities where this strange people 
have fertilised the rugged hills of New Enghmd by their 
systematic industry. An elder was likewise there, who 
hod made a pilgrimage of a thousand miles from a vilbge 
of the faithful in Kentucky, to visit his spiritual ktndn^, 
the children of tlie sainted Mother Ann. He had par- 
taken of the homely abundance of their tables, had quaffed 
the far-famed Shaker cider, uud liad joined in the sacred 
dance, every step of which is believed to alienate the en- 
thusiast from earth, and bear him onward to heavenly 
purity and bliss, llis brethren of the North had now 
oourteously invited him to be present on an occasion 
when the concurrence of every eminent member of theb 
community was peculiarly desirable. 

The venerable Father Ephraim sat in his easy-ehair, 
not only hoary-headed and infirm with age, but won 
down by a lingering disease, which, it wu evident, would 
▼eiy soon tnuufer his patriarchal staff to other hands. 
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At his footstool stood a man and woman, both ckd in the 
Shaker garb. 

"My brethren/* said Father Ephrsim to the surround* 
ing elders, feebly exerting himself to utter these few vords, 
*' here arc the son and daughter to whom I would com- 
mit tlie trust of whieh ProWdcnco b about to lightcu mj 
weary shoulders. Rcsd their faces, I pray you, and say 
whether the inward movement of the spirit lialli guided 
my clioiee ariglit." 

Accordingly, each older looked at the two candidates 
with a most scrutinizing gaze. The man, whose name 
was Adorn Cotbum, had a face suubunit wilh lalxir in 
the iklds, yet intelligent, thoughtful, and traced with 
cares enough for a wlmle lifetime, though he had barely 
readied middle age. There was some! Iiing severe in his 
aspect, and a rigidity throughout his person, cliaraeteris- 
tioi that caused him generally to l)e taken fur a school- 
master; which vocation, in fact, he had formerly exercised 
for several years. The woman, Martlia Picrson, was 
•omewhat above thirty, thin and pale, as a Shaker sister 
almost invariably is, and not entirply free front that 
corpse-Iikc appearance, which the garb of the sisterhood 
b so well calculated to impart 

"Tliis pair are still in the summer of their years," 
observed tlie elder from Ilan'ard, a slircwd old num. 
" I wouM like better to see the hoarfrost of autunm on 
their heads. Methiuks, also, they will be exposed to 
peeuliar temptations, on account of the carnal desires 
which Imvc heretofore subsisted between them." 

''Kay, brother," said the elder from Canterbury, "the 
boarfrost and the blackfrost hath done its work* on 
Brother Adam and Sister Martha, even as we sometimes 
disoem its tnoes in our cornfields while they are yet 
green* And why should wo question the wisdom of onr 
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venerable Father's purpose, although tliis pair, in their 
early youth, have loved one auotlier as the world's people 
love? Are there not many brethren and sisters among 
us wlu) have lived long together in wedlock, yet, adopt* 
ing our faith, (ind their hearts purified from all but spirit- 
ual aficcliou ? " 

Whether or no the early loves of Adam and Martha 
had rendered it inexpedient that they should now preside 
together over a Shaker village, it was certainly must sin- 
gular lliat such should be the final result of many warm 
and tender hopes. Children of neighboring families, their 
alTcction was older even than their school-days ; it seemed 
an innate principle, interfused among all their scnliuicuts 
and feelings, and not so much a distinct remeuibi-auee, 
as connected with their whole volume of rcmcmbniuees. 
But, just as they reached a proper age for their union, 
mbfortuucs had fallen heavily on botli, and made it neces- 
sary that tliey should resort to personal labor for a bare 
siibsisteucc. Even under these eircunistanees, Martha 
Pierson would probably have eonbcutcd to unite her fiito 
with Adam Colbuni's, and, secure of the bliss of mutual 
love, would patiently have awaited the less important 
gifts of fortune. But Adam, being of a calm and cautious 
character, was loath to relinquish the advantages which 
a single man possesses for raising himself in the world. 
Year after year, therefore, their marriage had been de- 
ferred. Adam Colburn had followed many vocations, 
had travelled far, mid seen much of the world and of life. 
Martha had earned her bread sometimes as a seamstress, 
sometimes as help to a farmer's wife, sometimes as school- 
mistress of the village children, sometimes as a nurse or 
watcher of the sick, thus acquiring a varied experience^ 
the ultimate use of which she little anticipated. But 
nothing had gone prosperously with either of the loveis; 
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at no subsequent moment vould matrimony Iiave been so 
prudent a measure as when they Lad first parted, in the 
opening bloom of life, to seek a better fortune. Still they 
bad held last their mutual faith. Martha might liavo been 
the wife of a man who sat among the senators of his 
native State ; and Adam could have won the hand, as he 
bad uuinteulionally won the heart, of a rich and comely 
widow. But neither of them desired good fortune, save 
to sliare it with the other. 

At length that calm despair which occurs only in a 
strong and somcwliat stubboni character, and yields to 
no second spring of ho|)e, settled down on the spirit of 
Adam Colburn. He sought an interview with Martha* 
and proposed that they should join the Society of Siiak- 
ers. The converts of this sect are oftcner driven within 
its hospitable gates by worldly misfortune, than drawn 
thither by fanaticism, and are received without inquisition 
as to their motives. l^Iartlia, faithful still, had phiced her 
hand in tliat of her lover, and accompanied him to the 
Shaker vilhige. llerc the natural capacity of each, culti- 
vated and strengthened by the difficulties of (heir previous 
lives, hod soon gained them mi important rank in the So- 
ciety, whose members are generally below the ordinary 
ataudard of intelligence. Their failh and feelings had, 
in some degree, become assimilated to those of their 
fellow-worshippers. Adam Colburn giiulually acquired 
reputation, not only in the management of the temporal 
affairs of the Society, but as a dear and efficient preacher 
of tlieir doctrines. Martha was not less distinguished in 
the duties proper to her sex. Finally, when the infirm- 
ities of Father Ephraim had admonished him to seek a 
aneoessor in his patriarchal office, he thought of Adam 
and Martlm, and proposed to renew, in their persons, the 
piimitiTo finrm of Qhaku go?enunent» as established by 
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Mother Ann. Tliey were to be the Father and Mother 
of tlie village. The simple ceremony, which would con- 
stitute thom such, was now to be performed. 

" Son Adam, and daughter Martha," said the vcner- 
abk Fatlicr Ephraim, fixing his aged eyes piercingly upon 
thom, '* if ye can conscientiously undertake this charge, 
speak, that the brethren may not doubt of your fitness." 

" Father," replied Adam, speaking with the calmness 
of his cliaractcr, " I came to your village a disappointed 
man, weary of the world, woni out with continual trouble, 
seeking only a security against evil fortune, as I liad no 
hope of good. Even my wishes of worldly success were 
almost doad within me. I came hither as a man might 
come to a tomb, willing to lie down in its gloom and cold- 
ness, for the sake of its peace and quiet. There was but 
one earthly affection in my breast, and it Imd grown 
calmer sinca my youth ; so tliat I was satisfied to bring 
Martha to be my sister, in our new abode. We are 
brother and sister, nor would I have it otherwise. And 
in this peaceful village I have found all that I hoped for, 
^ all that I dssire. I will strive, with my best strength, 
for tlie spiritual and temporal good of our community. 
My conscisnco is not doubtful in thb matter. I am 
ready to receive the trust" 

"Thou hast spoken well, son Adam," said the Father. 
** God will bless tliee in the office which I am about to 
resign." 

" But our sister! " observed the elder from Harvard; 
*'hath she not likewise a gift to deohuw her aenti- 
menU?" 

Martha started, and moved her lips, as if she would 
have made a formal reply to this appeal But, had sho 
attempted it, perliaps the old recollections, the longw 
lepreased feelings of childhood, youth, and womanhow^ 
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iniglii bflve gusbcd from lier lieari, in vorda tbat it would 
hare been profanation to utter there. 

"Adam has spoken," said she, hurriedly; "his senti- 
ments arc likewise mine." 

But while speaking tlieso few words, Martha grew so 
pale, tliatshe looked fitter to be laid in hcrcofrin, than to 
stand in the presence of Father Epiiraim and tlie elders; 
she shuddered, also, as if there were something awful 
or liorrible in her situation and destiny. It required, 
indeed, a more than feminine strength of nerve, to sus- 
tain tho fixed observance of men so exalted aud famous 
tlirottghout the sect, as these were. They had overcome 
their natural sympathy with human frailties and aficc- 
lions. One, when he joined the Society, had brought 
with him his wife and children, but never, from that 
hour, had spoken a fond word to the fonner, or taken 
bis liest-lovcd child upon his knee. Another, whoso 
family refused to follow liim, had been enabled — such 
was his gift of holy fortitude — to leave them to tlie 
mercy of the world. The youngest of the ciders, a man 
of about fifty, liad been bred from infancy in a Siiukcr vil- 
lage, and was said never to have clasped a woman's hand 
in his own, and to have no conception of a closer tie than 
the cold fratcniol one of the sect. Old Father Ephraim 
was tlic most awful character of all. In his youth, he 
bad been a dissohite libertine, but was converted by 
Mother Ann lierself, and had partaken of the wild fanati- 
cism of tlie early Shakers. Tradition whispered, at the 
firesides of the village, tluit Mother Ann had been com- 
pelled to sear his heart of flesh with a red-hot iron, before 
it oould be purified from earthly passions. 

However that might be, poor Martha had a woman's 
bcarty and a tender one, and it quailed witliin her as sbo 
lookfld mmd «t those strange old mei^ and from tbem 
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to the calm features of Adam Colbum. But perceiving 
that the elders eyed herdoubtfully, she gasped for breath, 
and again spoke. 

" Willi what strength is left me by my many troubles," 
said she, " I am ready to undertake this charge, and to do 
my best in it." 

" My ciilldrcn, join your hands," said Father Ephraim. 

They did so. The ciders stood up around, and the 
Fathdr feebly raised himself to a more erect position, but 
continued sitting in his great chair. 

" I have hidden you to join your hands," said he, "not 
in earthly alTrction, for ye have cast oITils elialus forever; 
but as brother and sister in spiritual love, aud helpers of 
one another in your allotted task. Teach unto others the 
faith which ye have received. Open wide your gates, — 
I deliver you the keys thereof, — open them wide to aU 
who will give up tho iniquities of the world, mid come 
hither to lead lives of purity and peace. Ilcccivo the 
weary ones, who have known the vanity of earth, — re- 
Qcivo tho liltio children, Uiat they may never learn that 
miserable lesson. And a blcssiing bo u|Kin your labon ; 
so that the tinio may Itastcu on, when the mission of 
Mother Ann shall have wrought its full cITcct, — when 
children sliall no more bo born aud die, and tho last sur- 
vivor of mortal race, some old and weary man liko me, 
shall scj tho sun go down, nevermore to rise on a worU 
of sin and sorrow 1 " 

The aged Father sank back exliansted, aud tho sur- 
rounding eldera deemed, with good reason, that the hour 
was conij, when tlie new heads of tlie village must cuter 
on their i»atriarchal duties. In their attention to Father 
Ephraim, their eyes were turned from Martha Picrson, 
who grew paler and paler, unnoticed even by Adam 
Colburu. lie, indted, had withdrawn hit baud from 
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hen, uid folded hie arms with a aeneo of a a t iafled am* 
hitiou. But pale aud paler grow Martba by his aide, till, 
like a eorpse in its burial-dothea, she sank down at the 
feet of her earlj lover; for, after man/ trials flmt^ 
borne, her heart oouU eiidaro the weight of its dceohUe 
agottjr BO lottgert 
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•11 LK AS ANT iM a miiijr wiiitor*s dny, within doors I 
'^ Tim boNi iiiiiity fur mioh u lUxy, nr tlid imst 



I 



^J niiiuHoiiKMit, — rnll It wlilnli yoit will, — Is a 
iNiok 111* ImvoU, ilt^nrriblii^ MHMim I Ik* tiitmi iiiiltko that 
Kornbro ono, wbloli is niiHtlly prcHoiilod Uirougli the win- 
down. I bnvo exfioriciiccd, Mint fuiicy is (licit most sue* 
OTMiful lu impart iiiff distinct ftliiijios and vivid colors to 
tbo nbjooln which the author has .Hpmid u|iou his page, 
and that bin words liccoinc nmgto spells to summon up a 
(housnnd varied pictures. 8tmuK0 landscn)x>s gliininor 
througli the familiar walls of the room, and outhindish 
figures thrust themselves almost witliin the sacred pre- 
cincts of the lieartb. Small as my chamber is, it lus 
space etioiigli to contain the oeeanJiko circumference 
of an Arabian desert, its parched sands tracked by 
the long lino of a caravan, with tlio camels iwticntly 
journeying through the h«ivy sunshine. Though my 
ceiling be not lofty, yet I can pile up the mountains of 
Central Asia beneath it, till their summits shine far 
above the clouds of the middle atmosphere. And, with 
my Inimblo means, a waalth that is not tAxable, I can 
transport hither the magnificent merchandise of an Ori- 
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ental banar, and call a crowd of porehaaen from distant 
oonntries, to pay a fair profit for the procious arliclei 
trhicb are displayed on all sides. True it is, howerer^ 
that amid the bustle of traffic, or whatever else may 
seem to be going on around me, the rain-drops will occa- 
sionally be heard to patter against my window-panes, 
which look forth upon one of the quietest streets in a 
Now England town. Aflcr.a time, too, the visions vanish, 
and will not ap|icar again at my bidding. Then, it being 
nightfall, a gloomy sense of unreality depresses my spir- 
its, and impels me to venture out, before the clock shall 
strike bedtime, to satisfy myself that the world is not 
entirely made up of such shadowy materials, as have 
busied me throughout the day. A dreamer may dwell so 
long among fantasies, that the things without him will 
seem as unreal as those within. 

When eve has fairly set in, therefore, I sally forth, 
tightly buttoning my shaggy overcoat, and hoisting my 
umbrella, the silken dome of which immediately resounds 
with the heavy drumming of the invisible rain-drops. 
Pknsing on the lowest doorstep, I contrast the warmth 
and cheerfulness of my desertiKi fireside witli the drear 
obscurity and chill discomfort into which I am about to 
plunge. Now come fearful auguries, innumerable as the 
drops of rain. Did not my manhood cry shame upon me, 
I should turn back within doors, resume my eIbow.chair, 
ny slippers, and my book, pass such an evening of slug- 
gish enjoyment as the day has boen, and go to bed in* 
glorioua. Tlie same shivering reluctance, no doubt, has 
quelled, for a nnoment, the adventurous spirit of many a 
tnvieller, when his feet, which were destined to meas- 
mn the earth around, were leaving their last tracks in 
tto homo'paths. 
Inny own oaes^ poor human nature may be allowed a 






few misgivings. I look upward, and discern no sky, 
not even an unfathomable void, but only a bbck, impene- 
trable nothingness, as though heaven and all its lights 
were blotted from the system of the universe. It is as 
if nature were dead, and the world had put on black, and 
the clouds were weeping for her. With their tears upon 
my chxk, I tuni my eyes earthward, but find little con« 
sblolion iioro below. A. himp is burning dimly at the 
distant corner, and throws just enough of light along the 
street, to show, and exaggerate by ao faintly showing, 
the perils and difficulties which beset my path. Yonder 
dingily white rcmimnt of a huge snow-bank, — which 
will yet cumber the aidewalk till the latter days of 
Mareh, — over or through that wintry waste must I 
stride onward. Beyond, lies a certain Sbugfa of De- 
spond, a concoction of mud and liquid filth, ankle-deep^ 
leg-deep, neck-deep, — in a word, of unknown bottom,-— 
on which tlie lamplight does not even glimmer, but 
which I have occasionally watched, in the gradual growth 
of its horrors, from morn till nightfall Shouhl I floun- 
der into its deptlis, farewell to upper earth I And hark I 
how roughly resounds the roaring of a stream, the tur^ 
bulent career of which is partially reddened by the gleam 
of the himp, but elsewhere brawls noisily through the 
densest gloom. O, should I be swept away in fording 
that impetuous and unclean torrent, the coroner wiQ 
have a job with an unfortunate gentleman, who would 
fain cud his troubles any whoro but in a mud-puddhs ! 

Pshaw 1 I will linger not another instant at arm's- 
length from these dim terrors, which grow more obscure- 
ly formidable, the longer I delay to grapple with theoL 
Now for the onset I And b ! with little damage, save a 
dash of zain in the face and breast^ a splash of mud high 
up the pantaloons, and the left boot full of ioe-eold water^ 
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behold mo at iho oomor of tlio slrcct. Tiio lamp ilirowa 
down a circle of red light around me ; and twinkling 
onward from comer to comer, I discem otlier beacons 
marshalling mj waj to a brigliter scene. But tliis is a 
lonesome and dreaiy spot. The tall odiflces bid gloomy 
defiance to the storm, with their blinds all dosed, ercn 
as a man winks when he faces a spattering gust. How 
loudly tinkles the collected rain down the tin spouts! 
The puiTs of wind are boisterous, and seem to assail me 
from ?arious quarters at once. I hare often observed 
that this comer is a haunt and loitering-phico for those 
winds which hare no work to do upon the deep, dashing 
shi|is against our iron-bound shores ; nor in the forest, 
tearing up the sylran giants with half a rood of soil at 
their rast roots. Here they amuse themselres with lesser 
freaks of mischief. See, at this moment, how they assail 
yonder poor woman, who is passing just within tlie retge 
of the lamplight ! One bhist straggles for her umbrella, 
and turns it wrong side outward ; another whisks the 
cape of her cloak across her eyes ; while a third takes 
most unwarrantable liberties with the lower part of her 
attire. Happily, tlie good dame is no gossamer, but a 
figure of rotundity and fleshly substance; else would 
these aerial tormentors whirl her aloft, like a witch upon 
a broomstick, and set her down, doubtless, in the filthi- 
est kennel hereabout 

From hence I tread upon firm parements into the 
centre of the town. Here there is almost as brilliant 
an illumination as when some great rictoiy has been 
won, either on the battle-field or at the polls. Two rows 
of shops, with windows down nearly to the ground, cast 
a glow from side to side, iHiile the bUek night hangs 
orerfaead like a eanopy, and thus keeps the splendor 
from diiTttsing itself awiqr* The wet sidewalks gleam 






with a broad sheet of red light. Tho rain-drops glitter, 
as if tlie sky were pouring down rubies. Tho spouts 
gush with fire. Methinks tlie scene is an emblem of 
the deccptirc glare, which mortals tlirow around their 
footsteps in tlie moral world, thus bcdaxzllng thomselrcs, 
till they forget the impenetrable obscurity that hems 
them in, and that can be dispelled only by ndianoe 
from abore. And after all, it is a cheerless scene, and 
checrkss are the wanderers in it Here comes one who 
has so long been familiar with tempestuous weather that 
he takes the bluster of the storm for a friendly greeting, 
as if it should say, *' How fare ye, brother ? " He is a 
retired sea-captain, wrapped in some nameless garment 
of the pea-jacket order, and is now layuig his course 
towards the IXarine Insurance OIBoe, there to spin 
yams of gale and shipwreck, with a crew of old sea- 
dogs like himself. The blast will put in its word among 
their hoarse roices, and be understood by all of them. 
Next I meet an unhappy slipshod gentleman, with a 
doak flung hastily orer his shoulden, mnning a rice 
with boisterous winds, and stririug to glide between the 
drops of rain. Some domestic emergency or other has 
blown tliis miserable man from his warm fireside in quest 
of a doctor ! See that little ragabond, — how carelessly 
he has taken his stand right underneath a spout, while 
staring at some object of curiosity in a shop-window! 
Surely the rain is his native element; he must hare 
fallen with it from the clouds, as frogs are supposed 
to do. 

Here is a picture, and a pretty one. A young man 
and a giri, both enveloped in cloaks, and huddled be- 
neath the scanty protection of a cotton nmbrelU. She 
wears mbbor overshoes ; but he is in his dandng-pumps ; 
and thcj are on their wi^, no doubt» to some eotilku^ 
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ptztj, or tabacription-ball at a ddUar a bead, refinnh- 
ments included. Thus thcj struggle against the gloomy 
tempest, lured onward bj a Tision of festal splendor. 
But, ah! a most lamentable disaster. Bewildered bj 
the red, blue, and yellow meteors, in an apothecary's 
window, they hare stepped upon a slippery remnant 
of ice, and an precipitated into a confluence of swollen 
floods, at the comer of two streets. Luckless lovers I 
Were it my nature to be other than a looker-on in life, 
I would attempt your rescue. Since that may not be, 
I TOW, should you be drowned, to weave such a pathetic 
story of your fate, as shall call forth tears enough to 
drown you both anew. Do ye touch bottom, my young 
friends? Tes; they emerge like a water-nymph and a 
river deity, and paddle hand in hand out of the depths 
of the dark pooL They hurry homeward, dripping, dis« 
eonsolate, abashed,' but with love too warm to be diilled 
by the cold water. They have stood a test which proves 
too strong for many. Faithful, though over head and 
ears in trouble! 

Onward I go, deriving a sympathetic joy or sorrow 
from the varied aspect of mortal affairs, even as my 
flgure catches a gleam from the lighted windows, or 
is blackened by an interval of darkness. Not tliat mine 
is altogether a chameleon spirit, with no hue of its own. 
Now I pass into a more retired street, where the dwell- 
iags of wealth and poverty are intermingled, presenting a 
range of strongly contruted pictures. Here, too, may 
be found the golden mean. Through yonder casement 
I discern a (hmily eude^— the grandmother, the par- 
ents, and the children, — all flickering, shadow-like, in 
the glow of a wood-flre. Bluster, fieroo bhist, and beat» 
thou wintiy rain, against tlie window-panes! Ye can* 
not damp tto enjoymettt of that flrosido. Surely my fiito 
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is hard, that I should be wandering homeless hero, tak- 
ing to my bosom night, and storm, and solitude, instead 
of wife and children. Peace, murmurer ! Doubt not 
that darker guests are sitting round the hearth, though . 
the warm blase hides all but blissful images. Well; 
here is sUll a brighter scene. A stately mansion, illu- 
miuated for a ball, with cut-glass chandeliers and ala- 
bastcr hunps in every room, and sunny landsoapes hang- 
ing round the walls. See ! a coach has stopped, whence 
emerges a slender beauty, who, canopied by two urn- 
brellas, glides within the portal, and vanishes amid 
lightsome thrills of music. Will she ever fed the night- 
wind and the rain? Perhaps,— perhaps! And will 
Death and Sorrow ever enter that proud mansion? 
As surely as the dancers wUl be gay within iU halls 
to-night Such thoughts sadden, yet satisfy my heart; 
for they teach me that the poor man, in his mean, 
weather-beaten hovel, without a fire to cheer him, may 
call tlie rich his brother, brethren by Sorrow, who must 
be an inmate of both their households, — brethren by 
Death, who will lead them both to other homes. 

Onward, still onward, I plunge into the night. Now 
have I readied the utmost limiU of the town, where the 
last lamp struggles feebly with the darkness, like the 
farthest star that stands sentind on the borders of un- 
created since. It is strange wluit sensations of sublimity 
may spring from a very humble source. Such are sug- 
gested by this hollow roar of a subterranean cataract, 
where the mighty stream of a kennd predpitates itsdt 
beneath an iron grate, and is seen no more on earth. 
Listen awhile to its voioe of mystery ; and fancy wUl 
magnify it, till you start and smile at the illusion. And 
now another sound, — the rumbling of wheels, — u the 
moil'Ooaobi outward boundi rolls bearily off tbo paro* 
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meiits, and splashes throngli tbe mud and water of the 
road. All n^t loug, the poor passengers will be tossed 
to and fro between drowsy watch and troubled sleep, and 
will dream of their own quiet beds, and awake to find 
themselves still jolting onward. Happier my lot, who 
will straightway hie me to my familiar room, and toast 
myself comfortably before the fire, musing, and fitfully 
dozing, and fancying a strangeness in such sights as all 
may see. But first let me gaze at this solitary figure, 
who comes hitherward with a tin kntem, which throws 
the eircuUr pattern of its punched holes on the ground 
about him. Ue passes fearlessly mto the unknown gloom, 
whither I will not follow him. 

This figure shall supply me with a moral, wherewith, 
for lack of a more appropriate one, I may wind up my 
sketch. He fears not to tread the dreary path before 
him, because his lantern, which was kindled at the fire- 
side of his home, will light him back to that same fireside 
again. And thus we, night-wanderers through a stormy 
and dismal world, if we bear the lamp of Faith, enkindled 
at a celestial fire, it will surely lead us home to that 
Heaten whence its xadiance was borrowed. 
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BNDICOTT AND THB BED CROSS. 

|T noon of an autumnal day, more than two 
centuries ago, the English colors were displayed 
by the standard-bearer of the Salem tninband, 
which had mustered for martial exercise under the orders 
of John Eudioott. It was a period when the religious 
exiles were accustomed often to buckle on their armor, 
and practise Uie handling of their weapons of war. Since 
the first settlement of New England, its prospects had 
never been so disnud. The dissensions between Charles 
the First and his subjects were then, and for several 
years afterwards, coufinod to the fioor of Parliament. 
The measures of the King and ministry were rendered 
more tyronicolly violent by an opposition, which liad not 
yet acquired sufficient confidence in its own strength to 
resist royal injustice with Uie sword. Tlie bigoted and 
haughty primate. Laud, Archbishop of CantoAury, con- 
trolled the religious afioirs of the realm, and was conse- 
quently invested with powers whioh might have wrought 
the utter ruin of the two Puritan colonies, Plymouth and 
Massachusetts. Tliere is evidence on record, that our 
forefathers perceived their danger, but were resolved that 
their infant oountiy should not fall without a struggle^ 
even beneath the giant strength of the King's right arm. 
Such was the Mpect of t^ timei^ when the folds of 

▼OblL 10 



mmmmm 



^'^^'^mmf^^mw^tm 



^'wy^^^^^^^r^T'*' ^ ipii<tw»ii*«»«^'yywwip 



^r^^m^0i00^ < .n^. 



fc • ♦»"~r 



I 

I 



218 



TirxcX-TOLD TAI,B8. 



1 

I 
I 

> 

1 

i 

m 

i 

t 

} 
I 
t 

I 



S 



4 






the Engliflli banner, with the Red Cross in its field, were 
flung out over a companj of Puritans. Their leader, the 
famous Endlcott, was a man of stem and resolute coun- 
tenance, the effect of which was heightened bj a grizzled 
beard that swept the upper portion of his breastplate. 
This piece of armor was so liighly polished, that the 
whole surrounding scene hod its iniogc in tlie glittering 
steel. The central object in the mirrored picture was 
an edifice of humble architecture, with neither steeple 
nor bell to proclaim it — what nevertheless it was — the 
house of prajcr. A token of the perils of the wilder- 
ness was seen in the grim head of a wolf, which had just 
been shun within tlie precincts of the town, and, according 
to the regular mode of claiming the bouuty, was nailed 
on the porch of the meeting-house. The blood was still 
plashing on the doorstep. There happened to be visible, 
at the same noontide hour, so many other characteristics 
of the times and manners of the Puritans, tliat we must 
endeavor to represent them in a sketch, tliough far less 
▼ivid^ than they were reflected in the polished breast- 
plate of John Eiidicott 

In dose vicinity to the sacred edifice appeared that 
important engine of Furilauic authority, the whipping- 
post, with the soil around it well trodden by the feet of 
evil-doers, who had there been disciplined. At one cor- 
ner of the meeting-house was the pillory, and at the other 
the stocks; and, by a singuhir good fortune for our 
sketch, the head of an Episcopalian and suspected Cath- 
olio was grotesquely incased in the former machine; 
while a fellow^sriminal, who had boisterously quaffed a 
health to the King, was oonfined by the legs in tlie latter. 
Side by side, on the meeting-house steps, stood a male 
and a female figure. The man was a tall, lean, haggard 
pwtonififfation of bnatioism, bearing on his breast this 
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label, — A Wahtok Gospelleb, — which betokened that 
he had dared to give interpretations of Holy Writ un- 
sanctioned by the infallible judgment of the civil and 
religious rulers. His aspect showed no lack of seal to 
maintain his heterodoxies, even at the stake. The woman 
wore a cleft stick on her tongue, in appropriate retribu- 
tion for having wagged tliat unruly member against the 
elders of the church ; and her couutcumice and gestures 
gave much cause to apprehend, that, the moment the 
stick should be removed, a repetition of the offence 
would demand new ingenuity in chastising it 

The above-mentioned individuals had been sentenced 
to undergo their various modes of ignominy, for the 
space of one hour at noonday. But among the crowd 
were several whose punishment would be life-long ; some, 
whose cars liad been cropped, like tliose of puppy-dogs ; 
others, whose cheeks had been branded with the initiab 
of their misdemeanors ; one, with hu nostrik slit and 
scared ; and another, with a halter about his neck, which 
be was forbidden ever to take off, or to conceal beneath 
his garments. Methiuks he must have been grievously 
tempted to affix the other end of the rope to some eon- 
Tenient beam or bough. There was likewise a young 
woman, with no mean share of beauty, whose doom it 
was to wear the letter A on the breast of her gown, in 
the eyes of all the worid and her own children. And 
even her own children knew what that initial signified. 
Sporting with her infamy, the lost and desperate creature 
had embroidered the fatal token in scarlet doth, with 
golden thread and the nicest art of needlework ; so that 
the capital A might have been thought to mean Admi- 
rable, or anything rather than Adulteress. 

Let not the rotder argue, from any of these evidenoes 
of iniquity, that the times of the Puritans wen mors 
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fioioiis than our own, when, as wo pass along the Toiy 
stitet of this sketch, wo discern no hadge of infamj ou 
man or woman. It was tho policy of our ancestors to 
search out even the most secret sins and expose them 
to shame, without fear or favor, in the broadest light of 
the nooudaj sun. Were such the custom now, per* 
chance we might find materials for a no less piquant 
sketch than the above. 

Except the malefactors whom we have described, and 
the diseased or infirm persons, the whole male popula- 
tion of the town, between sixteen years and sixty, were 
seen in the ranks of the trainband. A few stately sav- 
ages, in all the pomp and dignity of the primeval Indian, 
stood gasmg at the spectacle. Their flint-headed arrows 
were but childish weapons, compared with tlio match- 
locks of the Puritans, and would have rattled harmlessly 
against tlie steel caps and hammered iron breaslpbtes, 
which enclosed, each soldier in an individual fortress. 
The valiant John Endicott glanced with an eye of pride 
at his sturdy followers, and prepared to renew the mar> 
tial toils of the day. 

''Come, my stout hearts!" quoth he, drawing his 
sword. " Let us show these poor lieatheu that we can 
handle our weapons like men of might. Well for them, 
if they put us not to prove it in earnest ! " 

The iron-brcastcd company straightened their line, and 
each man drew the heavy butt of his matohlock close to 
his left foot, thus awaiting the orders of the captain. 
But^ as Endicott i^anoed right and left along the front, 
he discotvered a personage at some little distance, with 
whom it behooved him to hold a parley. It was an ^Id- 
eriy gentleman, wearing a black ck>ak and band, and a 
hif^-crowned hatk bonotth which was a velvet skullcap^ 
tlss whob being the garb of a Puritan minister. This 
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leveiend person bore a staff, which seemed to have been 
lecently cut in the forest, and his shoes were bcmircd, as 
if bo had been travelling on foot througii tho swamps of 
the wUdeniess. His aspect was perfecUy that of a ptt- 
grim, heightened also by an apostoUc dignity. Just as 
Endicott pciccivcd him, he laid aside his staff, and 
stooped to drink at a bubbling fountain, which gushed 
into the sunshine about a score of yards from the comer 
of the mecting-lwuse. But, ere the good man drank, he 
turned his face heavenward in thankfulness, and then, 
holding back his gray beard with one hand, he scooped 
. up his simple draugiit in the hollow of the other. 

"What, ho! good Mr. Williams," shouted Endicott 
" You are welcome back again to our town of peace. 
How docs our worthy Governor Winthrop P And what 

news from Boston ? " ,..,«. „ 

"The Governor bath his health, worshipful Sir, an- 
swcrcd Boger Williams, now resuming his staff, and 
drawing near. " And, for the news, hero is a letter, 
which, knowing I was to travel hitherward to-day, his 
Excellency committed to my charge. Belike it conteins 
tidings of much import; for a ship arrived yesterday 
from England." 

Mr. Willwms, tlio minister of Salem, and of oonxae 
known to all the spectators, had now reached the spot 
where Endicott was sUnding under the banner of his 
company, and put the Governor's epistle into his band. 
The broad seal was impressed with Winthrop's ooat of 
arms. Endicott hastily unclosed the letter, and b^gan 
to read; while, as his eye passed down the page, a 
wrathful change came over his manly oountcnanoe. The 
blood glowed through it, tai it seemed to be kindling 
with an internal heat; nor was it unnatural to suppose 
that his bieu^bite wouU likewise become red-hot| 
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wilh the angiy fire of tbe bosom which it oorered. At- 
rifing at tlic ooncliuion, he shook the letter fieroelj in 
his hand, so that it nistlcd as loud as tiic flag above Ills 
head. 

" Bhick tiduigs these, Mr. Williams/' said he ; " blacker 
nerer cnme to New England. Doubtless you know tlieir 
purport ? " 

<' Yea. truly/' replied Roger Williams ; " for tlio Got- 
emor consulted, respecting this matter, with mj brethren 
in tlic ministiy at Boston ; and my opinion was likewise 
asked. And his Excellency entreats you by me, tliat the 
news be not suddenly noised abroad, lest tlie people be 
stirred up unto some ontbreaki and thereby give the 
and the Archbishop a handle against us." 

''The Governor b a wise man, — a wise man, and a 
meek and moderate," said Endicott, setting his teeth 
grimly. " Nevertheless, I must do according to my own 
best judgment Tliere is neither man, woman, nor child 
in New England but has a concern as dear as life in 
these tidings; and if John Eodicott's voice be loud 
enough, man, woman, and child shall hear them. Sol- 
diers, wheel into a hoDow square ! Ho, good peoplel 
Hers are news, for one and all of yon." 

The soldiers dosed in around their captain; and he 
and Roger Williams stood together under the banner of 
the Red Gross; while the women and the aged men 
pressed forward, and the mothers held up their children 
to look Endicott in the bee. A few taps of the dram 
gave signal for sileuoe and attention. 

""Edlow-soldiers,— fellow-exiles," began Endicott 
speaking under strong excitement, yet powerfully re- 
stndning it^ "wherefore did ye leave your native coua* 
tijf Wherefore^ I say, have we left the green and fertile 
Ud% the oott^gei^ or, perdiance, the old grsy halb» when 
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we were bom and bred, the churohyards where our fore- 
&thcrs lie buried ? Wherefore have we come hither to 
set up our own tombstones in a wilderness ? A howling 
wilderness it is ! The wolf and the bear meet us withm 
haUoo of our dwelUngs. The savage lieth in wait for us 
in Uic dismal sliadow of tho woods. The stubborn roots 
of Uie trees break our ploughshares, when we would UU 
tho earth. Our chUdrcn cry for bread, and we must dig 
in the sands of the seashore to satisfy them. Wberefore^ 
I say again, have we sought this country of a rugged soil 
and wmtiy sky ? Was it not for the enjoyment of our 
eivUrighU? Was it not for Uberty to worship God ac 
cording to our conscience ? " ^^ 

•* Call you this liberty of conscience P " intenrupted a 
voice on the steps of the meeting-house. ^ . ^ ., 

It was the Wanton GospeUer. A sad and quiet smile 
flitted across tlie mild visage of Roger Wilhams. But 
Endicott, in the excitement of the moment, shook his 
sword wrathfully at the culprit, — an ominous gesture 

from a man like him. ^, . « » 

" What hast thou to do with consoenoe, thou knave r 
cried he. " I said Uberty to worship God, not license to 
profane and ridicule him. Break not in upon my speech ; 
or I wiU by thee neck and heels till this time tomorrow ! 
Hearken to roe, friends, nor heed that aocniied rhaps<^ 
dUt As I was sayuig, we liave sacrificed all things* and 
have come to a land whereof the old worid hath scarcely 
heard, that we might roako a new worid unto ourselves 
and pauifully seek apath from hence to heaven. But 
what think ye now P Thissouof a Scotch tyrant. — this 
grandson of a Papistical and adulterous Scotchwoman, 
whose death proved that a golden erown doth not always 
saveananomted head from the Mock—" 
- NaT. brother, nay." interposed Mr. Williams;. -tlv 
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words are not meet for a secret chamber, far less for s 
public street" 

''Hold tbj peace, Roger Williams ! " answered Endi- 
cott» imperiouslj. " My spirit is wiser than thine, for 
the business now in hand. I tell je, fellow-exiles, that 
Charles of England, and Laud, our bitterest persecutor, 
aich-priest of Canterbuiy, are resolute to pursue us eren 
hither. Tliej are taking counsel, saith this letter, to send 
OTcr a governor-geneml, in whose breast shall be dcpos- 
ited all the hiw and equity of the land. They are minded, 
also, to establish the idolatrous forms of English Episco- 
pacy ; so that, when Laud sliall kiss the Pope's toe, at 
cardinal of Home, he may deliver New England, bound 
hand and foot, into the power of his master I " 

A deep groan from the auditors — a sound of wrath, 
as well as fear and sorrow — responded to this intelli« 
ffence* 

*'Look ye to it, brethren," resumed Endicott, with 
increasing energy. " If this King and this arch-prclato 
have their will, we shall briefly behold a cross on the 
spire of thb tabernacle which wc have buildcd, and a 
high altar within its walls, with wax tapers burning round 
it at noonday. We shall hear the sacring bell, and the 
Toioes of the Romish priests saying the mass. But think 
jc, Chrbtian men, tliat these abominations may be suffered 
without a sword drawn P without a shot firod ? without 
blood spilt, yea, on the rory stairs of the pulpit P No, 
^-bo yo strong of hand, and stout of heart I Hero wo 
stand on our own soil, which wo have bought wiUi our 
goods, which we have won witli our swords, which we 
have cleared with our axes» which we have tilled with the 
sweat of our brows, which we have sifkictified with our 
prayers to the God that brought us hither 1 Who shall 
cnsUfe na hereP What hare we to do with this 



prehite, — with this crowned KingP What have we to 
do with England P " 

Endicott gased round at the excited countenances of 
tlic people, now full of his own spirit, and then turned 
suddenly to the standard-bearer, who stood dose behind 
him. 

** Officer, bwer your banner ! " said he. 

The officer obeyed; and, brandishing his sword, Eo- 
dicott thrust it through the cloth, and, with his left liand, 
rent the lied Cross completely out of the banner. lie then 
waved the tattered ensign above his head. 

" Sacrilegious wretch ! " cried the Iligh-Chnrohman in 
the pillory, unable longer to restrain himself; "thou 
hast rejected the symbol of our holy religion ! " 

''Treason, treason ! " roared the royalist in tho stocks. 
"He hath defaced the King's banner ! " 

" Before God and man, I will avouch tho deed," an* 
swerd Endicott. "Beat a flourish, drummer! shout^ 
soldien and people ! in honor of the ensign of New Eng- 
land. Neither l?ope nor Tyrant hath part in it now ! " 

With a cry of triumph, the people gave their sanction 
to one of tlie boldest exploits which our history records. 
And, forever honored be the name of Endicott ! Wo 
look back through the mist of ages, and reoogniss, in tho 
rending of the Red Cross from New England's hamier, 
tho first omen of that dclivornnco which our fathers eon- 
summatcd, aflcr the bones of tlie stern Puritan had 
more than a century in the dusL 
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THB ULTS QUEST. 

AX AFOLOOTTB. 

■ g n^yo lovOT, once upoD » time, tad plwincd k little 
mcWM wmiMr-lwHic, iu tlic form of m antiquo temple, 
MS^ wliicli it 'a^ ll'C'' Pirpow '" couKcrale to all 
SS^^of refined and innocent cnjojn«nli. There tUey 
would lK,ld plen«nt inlcrcour« with oae »uotl«r. wd 
Zcirele of lleir familiar friend, j tl«=« ti.ey »ould g<« 
SutJs of ddiciou. fruit J there tl«y would l.wr light- 
Sne mnsie. intcnningled »ilU tl« -rem of p«Uw. 
Such n»ke joy m„« .^cet; there tUcy wc^ld ««i 
poetry end fiction, .nd permit tl«.r own mm^ to fl.t 
™t iu daydream, end romance; tbere. m.hori -for 
why .hould we .h«pe out the vague .un.hme of ttair 
W,f-there all pnre delight, were to elwter bke 
J^Lnong n« pni.™ of the edifice, «A W«»o"> "^ 
I^and .^ntaneou.ly. So, one bi^ij nnd doudleu 
SL««, Adam yorrcfcr and Uia. Fay Ml out upon a 
Se^r the wide «ute whieh "•"J"","'?^ 
^^, «eking a proper .ite for the^ temple l&p- 
2«r They were tl«n«lv« a fair and happy .peeUde. 
5rnri«t u>d prieateu for .och a ri.nne , ";i1«'"bW; 

w'woiit to caU her Litr, becan-. her fom wai a. 
fa^ and her cheek aliMat ai pale. 
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A. they paued, hand in hand, down the areDoe of 
drooping elmi, that led from the portal of Litiai Pay*. 
paterual mauioo, they Memed to glance like winged 
creature, through the ttripa of inuahiDe, and to Katter 
briglitoeu where the deep ihadowa fislL But, Mtting 
forth at the same time with this youthful pair, there wu 
a dismal Qgure, wrapped in a bUck TclTct cloak that 
might have been made of a coffin pall, and with a sombre 
hat, such as mourner, wear, drooping it. broad bKm 
OTer hi. hcary browL Glancing behind them, the loters 
well knew who it was that followed, but wiihed from 
their hearts tliat he had been elKwUere, a. being a com- 
panion K> atrangcly un.uitcd to thcif joyous errand. It 
vas a near relative of Liiia. Fay, au old man by the name 
of Waller Gnscoigne, who liad loug labored under tbo 
burden of a melancholy spirit, which was uinietiniea niad< 
deucd into absolute insanity, and always had a lingo of it. 
Wliat a coulrast between the young pilgrim, of bliss and 
their unhidden associate ! They looked as if moulded of 
Heaven', sunshine, and be of earth's gloomiest shade ; 
they flitted along like Hope and Joy, roaming hand in 
hand through Ufe; while his darksome figarc stalked 
behind, a type of all the woful inlluencci which life eonld 
fling upon them. But the three had not gone lar, when 
they reached a spot that pleased the gentle Lily, and abe 
paused. 

" What sweeter pkce shall we Bud than this f " said 
she. " Why ahonU we seek lartber lor the sit* of our 
Temple F" 

It was indeed a delightful ^lot of earth, though oodla- 
tinguishcd by any very prominent beauties, bobg merely 
a nook in the shelter of a hill, wth the prospect of a 
distant lake in one direction, and of a cbuTcb.a[Krc io 
another. Then wen vistas and pathways leading ob- 



228 



TWICB-^OLO TALES. 



THB LLLVB QUEST. 



229 



vud Hid oowwd iuto the greea woodl«la^ and Tiiu«Im« 
»«T m Iho riimmering .Imdfl. Tba Temple, it eiwted 
hert would look to^.rd. tUe west; w ll«t tbe lo«n 
could .Upe »U sort, of magnificent dreuni out of llie pur- 
ple, violet, mi gold of llic .unset sky ; oud few of lUeir in. 
^^ted pleasure, were de.ier Uum thi. .port ^[^^J- 
•iYe. "Mid Adam Forte.ter, "we niiglit Mck .U dtj, 
Mid find BO lovelier .pot. We wUl budd our Templo 

But their »d old compwuon, wbo U«d taken Ui. .Und 
on tbe Yery wte which lliey propoKd to cover with n 
BuAle Door, .hook hi. Lend uid frowued ; nnd the joung 
nuui nad tlie Lily deemed it almo.1 eiiougU to blight tho 
mot, uid dcwcmlc it for their airy Temple, thnt ha du- 
bJ figure had thrown it. .badow there. Ho poiutcd to 
Htne Kuttcrcd .tone., the remumU of a fornwr .truo- 
hjM, and to flower, .uch as young girl, delight to nune 
in their gardeia, hut which had now rolapwd into tho 
vild wmplicity of nature. 

«Not here!" cried old Waller GaMoigne. "Her^ 
loi« ago, oUicr mortal, built tUcir Temple of Happmeai. 
Seek another .itc for your.!" 

"What!" eielaimed Lilia. Fay. "lUw any tm 
phnned iuch a Tcinph:, M*e ourjclvcF" 
^^Poor child!" wid her gloomy kinsman. In om 
•hape or other, every mortal ba. dreamed your dreara. 

Then he told the loveni, how — not, indeed, an antiqne 
Temple — but a dwelling liad once .tood there, and that 
a daA-chtd guest had dwelt among iU inmate, .iltmg 
ferenr at tbe finwide. and poiwning all their boi|«hold 
Birth. Under this type. Adam Forrealcr and Lduu saw 
ttrt the old man ipake of Sorrow. He told of nothing 
that migbt not be recorded in the hiatory of almwt btoJ 
kmaelMU- and yet hi. boaiera folt •« if i» lunahat 



onght to fall upon a .pot where human grief had left k 
deep a .lain; or, at least, that no joyoua Temple alionld 
be built there. 

"Thi. U veryrad," uid the Lily, ngbing. 

"Well, there are lovelier ipola tluu tlii.," .aid Adam 
Forrratcr, wothmgly, — "spot* which wrrow has not 
blighted." 

So tliry hastened away, and the melancholy GaKoigne 
followed tbem, looking a. if lie had getliered up all tho 
gloom of tlie dcMrted .pot, ojid wa. bearing it a. a bur 
den of mctimablo treasure. But .till they rambled on, 
and «K>u found ihcinMlvea in a rocky dell, tbrongh Uie 
midat of which mn a .Ireamlct, with ripple, and foam, > 
and a coiilinual voico of inarticulate joy. It was a wild 
retreat, walled on eitlicr side with gny precipice., whicb 
would have frowned uniewhat too .(emly, had not a 
profuMou of green .hrubbcry rooted itself inlo Ibeir crer- 
icen, and wrcnlhed ftladMime foliage around their aolemn 
browa. But the chief joy of the dell was in the little 
atream, which ucmed tike (lie pretence of a bltuful child, 
with nothing earthly to do wve to babble merrily and 
disport itxir, and moke every living k>u1 il. playfellow, 
and throw tlic .uniij gleam, of it. .pint upon all 

" Here, here i. tlie .pot 1 " cried the two lorera witb 
one Toice, u they reached a level apace on the brink of a 
mall cascade. " Tbia glen wa. made on purpoM for oar 
Temple I " 

" And tbe glad Mug of the brook wiH be alwi^ in oar 
nn," aaid Lilia. Fay. 

" And iU long melody .hall aing tbe bliai of onr li!^ 
timc^" aaid Adam Formter. 

" Te mnU build no Temple here I " murunred tbeir 
dimal oorapanioD. 

And there igaiD vu tho old luuticb «*«'«J'-u jut qb 
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Qkd spot where ihej meant to rear their lightaomo dome, 
and looking like the embodied symbol of some great woe, 
that, in forgotten days, had happened there. And, alas ! 
there liad been woe, nor that iQone. A young man, more 
tlian a hundred years before, had lured liither a girl that 
lored him, and on this spot had murdered her, and washed 
his bloody liands in this stream which sung so merrily. 
And ever since, the victim's death-shrieks were often 
heard to echo between the clifls. 

"And see ! " cried old Gascotgne, "is the stream yet 
pure from the stain of the murderer's hands f " 

"Mcthinks it has a tinge of blood," faintly answered 
tlw Lily ; and being as slight as the gossamer, she trem- 
bled and clung to her lover's arm, whisperings "let us 
flee from this dreadful vale ! " 

" Come, then," said Adam Forrester, as cheerily as be 
could ; " we shall soon find a happier spot." 

Tlicy set forth again, young Pilgrims on that quest 
which millions — which every child of Earth — has tried 
in turn. And were the Lily and her lover to bo more 
fortunate than all those millions ? For a long time, it 
seemed not so. The dismal slmpe of the old lunatic still 
glided behind them; and for every spot that looked 
lovely in their eyes, he had some legend of human wrong 
or suficring, so miserably sad, that his auditors could 
never afterwards connect the idea of joy with the place 
wliere it had happened. Here, a lieart-broken wonuin, 
kneeling to her child, had been spumed from his feet; 
here, a desoUte old creature had prayed to the Evil One, 
and had received a fiendish malignity of soul, iu answer 
to her prayer ; here, a new-born infant, sweet blossom of 
life, had been found dead, with the impress of its moth- 
er's fingers round its throat ; and here, under a sliattered 
oak» two loTcn had been striekea by lightning* and fell 
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bladcened corpses in each other's arms. The diearr 
Gascoiguo had a gift to know whatever evil and hunenta- 
ble thiug had stained the bosom of Mother Earth • and 
when his funereal voice had toU the tale, it appeared like 
a prophecy of future woe, as well as a tnulition of the 
jMist. And now, by their sad demeanor, you would 
have fancied tliat the pilgrim bvers were seeking, not a 
temple of earthly joy. but a tomb for themselves and 
their posicrity. 

" Whsrc in this world," excUimed Adam Forrester 
despoudingly, "slmll we bnild our Temple of HaDDil 
ncss?" ^''^r^ 

" WJierc in this world, indeed ! " repeated Lilias Fay ; 
and being faint and weary, the more so by the heaviness 
of her iieart, the Lily drooped her head and sat down on 
the summit of a knoll, repeating; " Where in this worid 
ahall we build our Tcmpk P " 

. "^Jl* I'**'® ^®" idready asked yourselves that quea. 
tion If " said their companion, his shaded features grow- 
ing even gloomier with the smile tliut dwelt on them ; 
••yet (hero is a pLice, even in tliis world, where ye mar 
build It." ^ ^ 

While the old man spoke, Adam Foncstcr and Lilias 
had carelessly thrown their eyes around, and perceived 
that tha s|)ot where tliey hod clianced to pause pos- 
•cased a quiet charm, which was well enough adapted to 
their present mood of mind. It was a small rise of 
ground, with a certain rcgukrity of shape, that had per- 
haps been bestowed by art ; and a group of trees, which 
almost surrouuded it, threw their pensive shadows aetoss 
end far beyond, although some softened glory of the 
•unshine found iU way there. The ancestral mansion, 
wherem the lovers would dweU together, appeared on 
one aide, and the ivied chuich, where thc^ wwto woiw 
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•hip^ on another. Happening to cut their tjtM on the 
ground, they smiled, jet with a sense of wonder, to see 
that a pale Ulj was growing at their feet. 

*• We will build our Temple here,'' said they, simulta- 
neouslj, and with an indesoribaUe oonrietion, that thej 
had at last found the Teiy spot 

Yet, while th^ uttered this exclamation, the young 
man and the Lily turned an apprelienaive glance at their 
dreary associate, deeming it hardly possible, that some 
tale oif earthly aflliciion should not make tliose precincts 
loathsome, as in ereiy former case. The old man stood 
just behind them, so as to form the cliief figure in the 
group, with his sable cloak muffling the lower part of 
his Tisage, and his somffre hat orcrsliadowing his brows. 
But he gave no word of dissent from their purpose ; 
and an inscrutable smile was accepted by the lovers 
as a token that here Iwd been no footprint of guilt 
or sorrow, to desecrate the site of their Temple of Hap- 
piness. 

In a litUe time longer, wliile summer was still in its 
prim^ the faiiy structure of the Temple arose on the 
summit of the knoll, amid the solemn shadows of the 
trees, yet often gladdened with bright sunshine. It wu 
built of white marble^ with slender and graceful pilUrs, 
supporting a vaulted dome ; and beneatli the centre of 
this dome, upon a pedestal, wu a skb of dark-veined 
marble, on which books and music might be strewn. 
But there wu a fantuy among the people of the neigh- 
borhood, that the edifice wu planned after an ancient 
mausoleum, and wu intended for a tomb^ and that the 
eentnd slab of dark-veined marble wu to be inscribed 
with the namu of buried ones. They doubted, too^ 
whether the form of Liliu Fay could appertain to a 
craainn of tUs earth, being so veiy delicate^ and grow* 
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ing evei7 day more fragile, so that she looked u if the 
summer breeze sliould snatch her up, and waft her heav- 
enward. -But still she watched the daily growth of the 
Temple ; and so did old Waltpr Gaaeoigne, who now 
made that spot his continual haunt, leaning whole hours 
together on his staff, and giving u deep attention to the 
work u though it had been indeed a tomb. In due time 
it was finished, and a day appointed for a simple rite of 
dedication. 

On the preceding evening, after Adam Forrester had 
taken leave of his mistress, he looked hack towards the 
portal of her dwelling, and felt a strange thrill of fear; 
for he imagined that, u the seUing sunbeams faded from 
her figure, she wu exhaling awny, and tliat something of 
her elhcrenl substance wu withdrawn, with cadi lessen- 
ing gleam of light With his farewell glance, a shadow 
had fallen over the portal, and Liliu wu invisible. His 
foreboding spirit deemed it an omen at the time ; and so 
it proved ; for the sweet eartlily form, by which the Lily 
had been mnnirested to tlte worid, wu found lifcku, the 
next moniing, in the Temple, with her head resting on 
her arms, which were folded upon the akb of dark-veined 
marble. Tlie chill winds of the earth had long since 
breathed a bliglit into tiiis beautiful flower, so that a 
loving 4mud had now transphmted ii, to bhissom brightly 
in the garden of Paradise. 

But, abs for tlie Temple of Hoppiness I In his unut- 
terable grief, Adam Forrester had no purpose more at 
heart than to convert this Temple of many delightful 
hopes into a tomb, and bury his dead mistreu there. 
And lo ! a wonder I Digging a grave beneath the Tern- 
pie's marble floor, tlie sexton found no vugin earth, suoh 
u wu meet to receive the maiden'a dust, but an ancient 
sepukhre, in which were treuured up the bonu of gen* 
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nmlioiu that lud died long ago. Among thoM forgottca 
aacetton wis tbe Lilj to be kid. And when tLo funenl 
pncessiou bniugtit Liliu thilher in lier coffin, thej beheld 
old Walter Gucoigiw itanding beneatU tin dome ot tiia 
T^ple, with his cloak of pall, and face of darkest gloom ; 
and vheiCTCT tliat figure might take ill itand, tbe spot 
Tould Mnn a aepulcbn. Be watshed the mounwia u 
Ibej lovered the coffin down. 

" And 10," taid lie to Adam Forteater, »ith the atrango 
amile in vhich bb insanitj waa wont to gleam forth, " jon 
bare found no better foundation for jout happineai than 
on a graTo I " 

But Bi the Shadow of Aflliction tpoke, a viwon of 
Hope and J07 liad iU birth in Adam's mind, eren from 
the old Btan'a taunting vordi; for thcu lie knew what 
«M bctokeued bj the parable in which the Lilj and Ikini- 
adf bad acted; and the njst«i7 of Life oud Deidhvaa 
opened to him. 

"Joy! joj!" be cried, throwing bia arma towards 
Hearen, "on a grave bo Hie site of our Tomplcj and 
now our luppincss la for Etemit? ! " 

T^th (bote words, a nj of suuahino broke tlirongb 
the diamal skj, and glimmend down into Uie acpulcbre; 
whOe, at tbe samo moment, the ahnpo of old Walter 
Gaacmgne alalked drearil; awaj, because bii'gbom, 
BjuboUo of all earthly aorrow, might no kmgci abide 
tben^ now (hat the darkest rid^ of hniuaiuty wu lead. 
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ig^w^jjT must he a sjurit much snlike my own, which 
^< .'^ can keep itself in health and vigor without 
l«Lu.X:l sometimca stealing from tlie sultry sunshine of 
the world, to plunge into the cool bstli of solitude. At 
intervals, and not infrequent ones, the forest and the 
ocean mmmoa me — one with Ihc roar of iti waves, the 
other with the murmur of its boughs — forth from tha 
haunts of mcu. But I must wander many a mile, ere I 
could stand beneath tlic sIuuIqw of even one primeval 
tree, much less be lost among the multitude of hoarj 
tniuks, and hidilcn from earth and sky by the niyiteij 
of darksome foliage. Nothing is within my doily reach 
more like a forest than llic aero or two of woodland near 
aome suburban fann-liouse. Wbnn, therefore, the yearn- 
ing for seclusion becomes a necessity within me, I am 
drawu to tlic sea-siiore, which extends its line of mda 
rocks and seldom-trodden sands, for leagues aronnd out 
bay. Setting forth at my lost ramble, on a Srptember 
morning, I bound myself with a hermit's vow, to inter- 
change no thoughts with man or woman, to share no 
•oeial pleasure, but to derive all that day's enjoyment 
from shore, and sea, and sky, — from my soul's comainn- 
ion with tliese, and Irom fentasies, and tecoUcctions, or 
lutioipatcd rcaliliea. Surely here b enough to feed a 
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human spirit for a single dsj. Farewell, fheo, biisj 
worid ! Till your erening lights shall shine along the 
stxeet» — till thej gleam upon my sea-flushed face, as I 
tread homeward, — free me from jour ties, and let me 
be a peaceful outlaw. 

Highways and cross-paths are hastily traversed, and, 
dambering down a crag, I find myself at the extremity 
of a long beach. How gUdly does the spirit leap forth, 
and suddenly enlarge its sense of being to the full extent 
of the broad, blue, sunny deep ! A greeting and a hom- 
age to the 8ea ! I descend over its maigin, and dip my 
band into the wave that meets me, and bathe my brow. 
Tluit far-resounding roar is Ocean's voice of welcome. 
His salt breath brings a blessing along with it. Now let 
us pace together — the reader's fancy arm in arm with 
mine — this noble beach, which extends a mile or more 
from that craggy promontory to yonder rampart of broken 
rocks. In front, the sea ; in the rear, a precipitous bank, 
the grassy verge of which is breaking away, year after 
year, and flings down its tufts of verdure upon the bar- 
renness below. The beach itself is a broad space of sand, 
brown and spariiling, with hardly any pebbles intermixed. 
Near the water's edge there is a wet margin, which glis- 
tens brightly in the sunsiiine, and reflects objects like a 
mirror; and as we tread along the glistening border, a 
dry spot flashes around each footstep, but grows moist 
again, as we lift our feet In some spots, the sand 
TCoeives a complete impression of the sole, square toe 
and all; elsewhere it is of such marUe firmness, that we 
must stamp heavily to leave a print even of the iron-shod 
bed. Along the whole of this extensive beach gambols 
the mrf wave: now it makes a feint of dashing onward 
k a fitly, yet dies away with a meek murmur, and does 
hot ktts die stiMid; sow, after many sooh abortive tt 
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forts, it rears itself up in an unbroken line, heightening 
as it advances, without a speck of foam on its green crest. 
With how fierce a roar it flings itself forward, and rushes 
far up the beach ! 

As I threw my eyes along the edge of the surf, I 
remember that I was startled, as Robiuson Crusoe might 
have been, by the sense that human life was within the 
magic cirole of my solitude. Afar off in tlie remote dis- 
tance of the beach, appearing like sea-nymplis, or some 
airier tilings, such as might tread upon the feathery 
spray, was a group of girls. Hardly had I beheld them, 
when they passed into the shadow of the rocks and van- 
ished. To comfort myself — for truly I would fain Imve 
gaxed a while longer — I made acquaintance with a flock 
of beach birds. Tliese little citizens of the sea and air 
preceded me by about a stone's-throw along the stnmd, 
seeking, I suppose, for food upon its margin. Yet, with 
a philosophy which mankind would do well to imitate, 
they drew a continual pleasure from their toil for a sub- 
sistence. The sea was each little bird's great playmate. 
They chased it downward as it swept back, and again 
ran up swiftly before the impending wave, which some- 
times overtook them and bore them off their feet But 
they floated as lightly as one of their own feathers on 
the breaking crest In their airy flutterings, they seemed 
to rest on the evanescent spray. Their images — long- 
legged little figures, with gray backs and snowy bos- 
oms — were seen as distinctly as the realities in the 
mirror of the glistening strand. As I advanced, they 
flew a score or two of yards, and, again alighting, recom- 
menoed tlieir dalliance with the surf wave ; and thus they 
bore me company along the beach, the types of pleasant 
fentasies, till, at its extremity, they took wing over the 
ooean. and were gone. After forming a friendship with 
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llwte imall snrf-ipirita, it ii teally vorth s aigb, to find 
no tncmorial of them, ure Uieir multHudinoua littla 
tncks ill the sand. 

When we have p&ced the length of the beach, it ia 
plewani, and not uoprofitable, to retrace our ite|u, and 
recall the vbole mood and occnpation of the mind 
during the former puuee. Our tracka, being all dia> 
cemible, will guide ua with an observing couscionsneai 
through CVC17 unconscioua wandering of thought and 
fancj. Here wc followed tbe lurf in ita reQus, to pick 
up a ibell which the un wcmed loath to relinquiih. 
Here we found a lea-weed, with an immense brown leaf, 
and trailed it behind ni by its long sonke-Uke stalk. 
Here we seised a lire honeshoe by tbe tail, and counted 
tbe nianj claws of the queer nonslcr. Here we dng 
into the sand for pebblea, and skipped tlicm upon the 
■urface of the water. Here wc wet our feet while ei. 
aminiug ■ jcllj-Csli, which the waves, baring just tossed 
it up, now sought to analeh away again. Here wo trod 
along the brink of a fresh-water brooklet, which fton 
aciou the beach, becoming shaUower and mora shallow, 
tin at last it ainks into the sand, and pcriahei in the 
effort to bear its little tribute to the main. Here some 
Tagary appean to ha« bewildered na; for our tracka 
go round and round, and are confusedly intermingled, 
as if we bad found a labyrinth upon tbe level beach. 
And here, amid our idle pnatime, wo aat down upon 
almost the only stone that breaks the anrlacc of the 
aand, and were Inst in an unlooked-for and overpowering 
conception of the majesty and owfulncas of the great 
deep. Thus, by tracking our footprints in tbe aand, we 
track our own nature in its wayward coarse, and steal 
a glance upon it, when it never dreanu of being ic 
dtaerved. Such gJancM alwayi make iu wiser. 
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This extensive beach affords room for another pleasant 
BStime. With your staff you may write verses — love- 
ersca, if they please you best — and consecrate tikcm 
ith a woman's name. Here, too, may be iiueribed 
loughtt, feelings, desires, warm outgusliiugs from the 
urt's secret places, which you would not pour upon 
le sand without the certainty that, almost ere the sky 
IS looked upon them, the sea will wash them out. 
Lir not hence till the record be cQaccd. Now— for 
icra is room enough on your couvos — draw huge 
ccs, — huge as that of the Sphinx ou Egyptian sands, 
-and Gt them with bodies of corresponding iuimeustty, 
id legs which might stride half-way to yonder island. 
Iiild's play becomes mngniUcent on so grand a scale, 
at, after all, the most fascinating cniploynicnt is sim* 
J to write your name in the aiuid. Draw the letters 
^ntic, so tliat two strides may barely measure llicm, 
d three for the long strokes ! Cut deep, that llie no- 
d nwy be pcrmnneut ! Statesmen, and warriora, and 
els ha\'e spent their strength in no belter cause than 
is. Is it accomplished f Return, then, in an hour or 
o, and seek for this miglity record of a name. The 
k will have swept over it, even as time rolls its effacing 
ivcs over the names of statesmen, and warriors, and 
ets. Harii, the surf wave bughs at you I 
Passing from tbe beach, I begin to clamber over tbe 
igs, makiug my difiieult way among the ruins of a 
npart, shattered and broken by the assaults of ■ 
rco enemy. The rocks rise in every tfariety of atti- 
le ; some of them have their feot in tlie foam, and 
I shagged half-way upward with sea-weed; some have 
m hoUowM almost into caverns t^ the unwearied toil 
the lea, which can afford to spend centuries iu wear* 
: away a rook, or oren polishing a pebble. One huge 
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rock ascends in monumental shape, with a face like a 
giant's tombstone, on which the veins resemble inscrip- 
tions, but in an unknown tongue. We will fancy them 
the forgotten characters of an antediluvian race; or 
else that Nature's own hand has here recorded a mys- 
teiy, which, could I read her hiuguagc, would make 
mankind the wiser and the happier. How many a thing 
has troubled me with that same idea ! Pass on, and 
leave it uucxphincd. Hero is a narrow avenue, which 
might seem to have been hewn through the very heart 
of an enonnous crag, affordiug passage for the rising 
sea to thunder back and forth, filliiig it with tumultuous 
foam, and then leaving its floor of black pebbles bare 
and glistening. In this diasm there was once au inter- 
secting vein of softer stone, which tlic waves have 
gnawed away piecemeal, while the granite walls re- 
main entire on eitlicr side. How sharply, and with 
what harsh chimor, does the sea rake back the pebbles, 
as it momenUrily withdraws into its own depths ! At 
intenrals, the floor of the chasm is Icfi nearly dry ; but 
anon, at the outlet, two or three groat waves aro seen 
struggling to get in at once ; two hit the walls athwart, 
while one rushes straight through, and all three thun- 
der, as if with rage and triumph. They heap the cliasm 
with a snow-drift of foam and spray. While watching 
this scene, I can never rid myself of tlte idea tliat a 
monster, endowed with life and fieroc eucigy, is striv- 
ing to burst his way Uirough the narrow pass. And 
what a contrast, to look through the stormy cluism, and 
catoh a glimpse of the calm bright sea beyond I 

Many interesting discoveries may be made among 
these broken diflk. Onoe, for example, I found a dead 
seal, which a recent tempest had tossed into the nook of 
the rocks» where his shaggy carcass ky roiled in a heap 
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of eel-grass, as if the sea-monster sought to hide himself 
from my eye. Another time, a shark seemed on the 
point of leaping from the surf to swallow me; nor did 
I wholly without dread approach near enough to ascer- 
tain that the man-eater had already met his own death 
from some fishsrman in the bay. In the same ramble, 
I encountered a bird, —a large gray bird, —but whether 
a loon, or a wild goose, or the identical albatross of the 
Ancient Mariner, was beyond my ornithology to decide. 
It reposed so naturally on a bed of dry sca-wecd, with 
its head beside its wing, that I almost fancied it alive, 
and trod softly lest it should suddenly spread its wings 
skyward. But the sea-bird would soar among the clouds 
no more, nor ridd upon its native waves; so I drew 
near, and pulled out one of its mottled tail-feathers for 
a remembranes. Another day, I discoverod an immense 
bone, wedged into a chasm of the rocks; it was at least 
ten feet long, curved like a cimeter, bejewelled with bar^ 
nadcs and small shell-fish, and partly covered with a 
growth of sea-weed. Some leviathan of former ages had 
used this ponderous mass as a jawbone. Curiosities of 
a minuter order may be observed in a deep reservoir, 
which is replenished with water at eveiy tide, but be^ 
comes a lake among the crags, save when tlie sea is at 
its height. At the bottom of this rocky basui grow ma- 
rine pbnts, soma of which tower high beneath the water, 
and cast a shadow in the sunshine. Small fishes dart to 
and fro, and hide themselves among the sea-weed; there 
is also a solitary crab, who appeare to lead tlie life of a 
hermit, communing with none of the other denixens of 
the phice ; and likewise several five-fingen, — for I know 
no other imme than that which children give them. If 
your imagination be at all accustomed to such freaka, 
you may look down into the depths of this pooli and 
VOL. II. a 9 
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haej it tbe nysterioiu depth of ocean. Bat wlieie an 
the hulks and scattered timbers of sunken ships? — 
where the treasures that old Ocean hoards? — where 
the oorroded cannon f — where the oorpses and skeletons 
of seamen, who went down in storm and battle ? 

On the daj of mj last nmble (it was a September 
day, yet as warm as summer), what should I behoU as 
I approached the above-described basin but throe gills 
sitting on its margin, and — jcs, it is Teritablj so — 
laving their snowy feet in the sunny water! These^ 
these are the warm realities of those three visionary 
shapes that flitted from me on the beach. Harii ! their 
meny voices, as they toss up the water with their feet! 
They have not seen me. I must shrink behind this rock, 
and steal away again. 

In honest truth, vowed to solitude as I am, there is 
something in this encounter that makes the heart flutter 
with a strangely pleasant sensation. I know tbese girls 
to be realities of flesh and blood, yet, ghuicing at them 
so briefly, tliey mingle like kindred creatures with the 
ideal beings of my mind. It is pleasant, likewise, to 
gase down from some high crag, and watch a group of 
children, gathering pebbles and pearly shells, and playing 
with the surl^ as with oU Ocean's hoary beard. Nw 
does it infringe upon my seclusion, to see yonder boat 
at anclior off the shores swinging dreamily to and fro, 
and rising and sinking with the alternate swell ; while 
the crew — four gentlemen, in roundabout jadsets — 
are busy with their fishing-lines, But, with an inward 
antipathy and a headlong flight, do I eschew the pres- 
enoe of any meditative stroller like myself known 1^ 
his pilgrim stafl^ his sauntering step, his shy demeanor^ 
his observant yet abstraeted eye. Thmi auoh a mai^ 
•a if another adf had soared ms^ I soiamble hasti^ over 






W0TPRINT8 OK TRX 6XA-8HORB. 243 

the rocks, and take refuge in a nook which many a 
secret hour has given me a right to call my own. I 
would do battle for it even with the churl that should 
produce the title-deeds. Have not my musings melted 
mto its rocky walb and saudy floor, and made them a 
portion of mysdf ? 

It is a recess in the line of cliffs, walled round by a 
rough, high precipice, which almost encircles and shuts 
in a little space of sand. In front, the sea appears u 
between the pillars of a portal. lu the rear, the preei- 
pice is broken and intermixed with earth, which gives 
nourishment not only to diuging and twining shrubs^ 
but to trees, tliat gripe the ruck with their naked roots, 
and seem to struggle hard for footing and for soil 
enough to live upon. These are fir-trees; but oaks 
hang their heavy branches from above, and throw down 
acorns on the beach, and shed their withering foliage 
upon the waves. At tliis autumnal season, the precipioe 
is decked with variegated splendor ; tniilmg wreaths of 
scarlet flaunt from the summit downward ; tufts of yellow- 
flowering shrubs, and rose-bushes, with their reddened 
leaves and glossy seed-berries, sprout from each erevioe; 
at every gbnoe, I detect some new light or shade of 
beauty, all contrasting with the stem, grey rock. A 
rill of water trickles down the diff and flils a little eia- 
tern near the base. I drain it at a draught, and find it 
fresh and pure. This recess shall be my dining-haH 
And what the feast? A few biscuits, made savoiy by 
aoaking them in sea-water, a tuft of samphire gathered 
from the beach, and an apple for the dessert By this 
time, the little rill has filled its reservoir again; and, aa 
I quaff it^ I thank God more heartily than for a dvio 
banquet, that he gives me the healthful appetite to make 
a fimst of bread and water. 
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Dinner being orer, I ihrov m jself at length upon the 
•and, and, basking in the aonshine. let mj mind disport 
itself at will The walls of this my hermitage have no 
tongue to tell my follies, though I sometimes fancy that 
they have ears to hear them, and a soul to sympathize. 
There is a magic in this spot Dreams haunt its pre- 
cincts, and flit around me in broad sunlight, nor require 
that steep shall blindfold me to real objects, ere tliese be 
fisible. Ilcre can I frame a story of two lovers, and 
make their shadows live before me, and be mirrored in 
the tranquil water, as they tread along the sand, leaving 
no footprints. Here, should I will it, I can summon up 
a smgle shade, and be myself her lover. Yes, dreamer, 
— but your lonely heart will be the colder for such 
fancies. Sometimes, too, the Fust comes back, and finds 
me here, and in her train come (aces which were glad- 
some, when I knew them, yet seem not gbdsoroe now. 
Would tliat my hiding-place were lonelier, so that the 
past might not find me ! Get ye all gone, old friends, 
and let me listen to the murmur of the sea, — a melan- 
choly voice, but less sad than yours. Of what mysteries 
is it telling P Of sunken ships, and whereabouts they 
lie? Of ishmds afar and undiscovered, whose tawny 
children are unconscious of other islands and of conti- 
nents, and deem the stars of heaven their nearest neigh- 
bonP Nothing of all this. What then P Uas it talked 
for so many ages, and meant nothing all tiie while? 
No; for those ages find utterance in the sea's undianging 
voice, and warn the listener to withdraw his interest 
firom mortal viciBsitudes, and let the mfinite idea of eter- 
nity pervade his soul. Tliis is wisdom ; and, therefore, 
will I spend the next ImlMiour in shaping little boats 
of drill-wood, and launching them on voyages across tlio 
OOTC^ with the leather of a soa-gull tat « saiL If tha 
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voice of ages tell me tme^ this is as wise an oconpatioB 
as to build ships of five hundred tons, and launch them 
forth upon the main, bound to *' (ar Cathay." Yet, how 
wouU the mereliant sneer at me ! 

And, after all, can such philosophy bo true? M^ 
thinks I oould find a thousand arguments against it 
Well, then, let yonder shaggy rock, mid-deep in the sur^ 
— see ! he is somewhat wrathful, — he rages and roars 
and foams, — let that tall rock be my antagonist, and lei 
me exercise my oratory like him of Athens, who bandied 
words with an angry sea and got the victoiy. My maidaa 
speech is a triumpluwt one ; for tlie gentleman in sea>woed 
has notliing to offer in reply, save an immitigable roaring. 
His voice, indeed, will be heard a long while after mine 
is hushed. Once more I shout, and the cliffs reverberate 
tlie sound. O, what joy for a shy man to feel himself so 
solitary, tliat he may lift his voice to its highest pitch 
without hazard of a listener ! But, hush ! — be silent^ 
my good friend \ — whence comes tliat stifled laughter? 
It was musical, — but how should there bo such music in 
my solitude? Looking upwards, I catch a glimpse of 
three faces, peeping from the summit of the cliff, like 
angels between me and their native sky. Ah, fair girls, 
you may make yourselves merry at my eloquence, ^ but 
it was my turn to smile when I saw your white feet in 
the pool ! Let us keep each other's secrets. 

The sunshiqe lus now passed from my hermitage, ex- 
cept a gleam upon the sand just where it meets the sea. 
A crowd of gloomy fantasies will come and haunt me, if 
I tany longer here, m the darkening twilight of these 
gray rocks. Thb is a dismal place in some moods of 
the mind. Climb wo, therefore, tlie proeipioc, and panao 
a moment on the brink, gnsing down into tliat Iwtlow 
ohambor by the deep where we havo been, what &w can 
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be^ tnfBcient to our own paatime, — jes, say ih» word 
outright! — self-sufficieut to our own happiness. How 
lonesome looks the recess now, and dreaiy, too, — like all 
other spots where happiness has been ! There lies mj 
shadow in the departing sunshine with its head upon the 
sea. I wUl pelt it with pebbles. A hit ! a hit ! I dap 
mj hands in triumph, and see ! mj shadow clapping its 
unreal hands, and claiiuuig the triumph for itself. What 
a aimpleton must I have been all day, since mj own 
shadow makes a mock of mj fooleries ! 

Homeward ! homeward ! It is time to hasten home. 
It is time; it is time; for as the sun sinks over the 
western. waTc, the sea grows melandiolj, and the siurf 
has a saddened tone. The distant saib appear astraj, 
and not of earth, in tlieir remoteness amid the dcsoliUe 
waste. Mj spirit wanders forth afar, but finds no rest- 
ing-place, and comes shivering back. It is time that I 
were hence. But grudge me not tlie daj that luis been 
spent in seclusion, which yet was not solitude, since the 
great sea lias been my companion, and the little sea-birds 
ny friends, and the wind has told mo his secrets, and 
airy shapes have flitted around me in my hermitage. 
Such companionship works an eifeot upon a man's cImt- 
acter, as if he had been admitted to the sodety of crea- 
tarss that are not mortal. And when, at noontide, I 
tread the crowded streets, the influence of this day wiU 
still be fdt; so that I shall walk among men kindly and 
as a brother, with afieetion and sympathy, but yet shall 
not melt into the indistinguishable mass of humankind. 
I shall think my own thoughts, and fed my own emotions^ 
and possess my individuality unviokted. 

But it is good, at tlie eve of such a day, to feel and 
know that there are men and women in the worid. That 
faeliiig and that, knowledge are nuu^ at t^»# mMiiiMit i 
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for, on tlM shores hr bdow ne, the fishing-party have 
lanclcd from their skiff, and are cooking their scaly prey 
by a file of driii-wood, kindled in the angle of two rade 
rocks. The three visionary giris are likewise there. In 
thedeq»ening twUight, while the aurf is dashed near their 
hiAith, the ruddy gleam of the ^ throws a strange air 
of comfort over the wikl oove, bestrewn as it is with peb- 
bles and sea-woed, and exposed to the " mdancholy main." 
Moreover, as the smoke climbs up the predpioe, it brings 
with it a savory smell from a pan of fried fish, and a bhusk 
kettle of chowder, and reminds me that my dinner was 
nothing but bread and water, and a tuft of samphire, 
and ail apple. Methinks the party might find room for 
another gucst^ at that fiat rock which serves them for a 
table; and if spoons be scarce, I could pick up a dam- 
shell on the beach. They see me now ; and — the bless- 
ing of a hungiy man upon him ! -— one of them sends up 
ahospitableshout,— halloo. Sir SoUtaiy! come down and 
snp with us ! The ladies wave their handkerehie£k Can 
I deoUne? No; and be it owned, after all my solitaiy 
joya» that this la tho sweetest moment of a Day by the 
Sea^borei 
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EDWABD FANB'S BOSEBITD. 

,. CUE b hardly a more difficult exercise of fancy* 
fK^ than, while gaxuig at a flgurc of melanclioly age, 
plaS^ to recreate its youth, and, without entirely ob- 
literatiug the identity of form and features, to restore 
those graces which time has snatched away. Some old 
people especially women, so age-worn and woful are 
they, seem never to have been young and gay. It is 
easier to conceive thai such gloomy phantoms were sent 
into the world as withered and decrepit as we behohi 
them now, with synipnthics only for pain and grief, to 
watch at death-beds, and weep at funerals. Even the 
sable garments of their widowhood appear essential to 
their exbtenoe ; all tlieir attributes combine to render 
them darksome shadows, creeping strangely amid the 
sunshine of human life. Yet it is no unproCtable task, 
to take one of these doleful creatures, and set fancy reso- 
lutely at work to brighten the dim eye, and darken the 
ailvery locks, and paint the ashen cheek with rose^solor, 
and repair the shrunken and eraay form, till a dewy 
maiden sliall bo seen in the old matron's clbow^liair. 
The miracle being wrought, thou let tlio years roll baek 
again, each sadder tlmn tlio last, and the whole weight of 
age and lonow settle down upon the youthful figure. 
Wiinklea and funow^ the handwriting of Time, mi^ 
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thus be deciphered, and found to contain deep lessons of 
thought and feeling. Such profit might be derived, by 
a skilful observer, from my much-respected friend, the 
Widow Toothaker, a nurse of great repute, who baa 
breathed the atmosphere of sick-chambers and dying 
breaths these forty years. 

See ! she sits cowering over her lonesome hearth, with 
her gown and upper petticoat drawn upward, gathering 
thriftily into her person the whole warmth of the fire, 
which, now at nighUall, begins to dissipate the autumnal 
chill of her chamber. The bkze quivers capriciously in 
front, alternately glimmering into the deepest chasms of 
her wrinkled visage, and then permitting a gliostly dim- 
ness to mar the outlines of her venerable figure. And 
Nurse Toothaker holds a teaspoon in her right hand, 
with which to stir up the contents of a tumbler in her 
left, whence steams a vapory fragrance, abhorred of tem- 
perance societies. Now she sips, — now stirs, — now 
sips again, llcr sad old heart has need to be revived by 
the rich infusion of Geneva, which is Aiixed half and half 
witli hot water, in tlie tumbler. All day long she has 
been sitting by a death-pillow, and quitted it for her 
home, only when the spirit of her patient left the cky 
and went homeward too. But now are her melancholy 
meditations cheered, and her torpid blood warmed, and 
her shoulders lightened of at least twenty ponderous 
years, by a draught from the true Fountain of Youth, in 
a case-bottle. It is strange that men should deem that 
fount a fable when its liquor fills mora bottles than the 
Congress- water I Sip it again, good nurse, and sec 
whether a second draught will not take olT another score 
of years, and periiaps ten more, and show us, in your 
high-backed chair, the blooming damsel who plighted 
troths with Edward Fane. Get you gon^ Age and 
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Widowhood 1 Como back, vnwedded Youth !^ Bat. 
alas ! the charm will not voik. In spite of fancy's most 
potent spell, I can see only an old dame cowering OTcr 
the fire, A picture of decay and deaoktion, while the 
November blast roars at her in the chimney, and fitful 
showers rush suddenly against the window. 

Yet there was a time when Rose Gmfton— such was 
the pretty maiden name of Nurse Toothakcr -— pos- 
sessed bcauly that would hare gbddcncd this dim and 
dismal diamber as with sunshine. It won for lier the 
heart of Edwaid Fane, who lias since made so great a 
figure in tlie world, and is now a grand old gentleman, 
with powdered Imir, and as gouty as a lord. Tiicsc eariy 
lovers thought to luive walked Imnd in hand through life. 
Tlicy had wept together for Edward's little sister Mary, 
whom Rose tended in lier sickness, partly Ijccause she 
was the sweetest child tliat ever lived or died, hut more 
for love of him. Slio was but three years old. Being 
such an infant, Death could not embody his terrors in her 
little corpse ; nor did Rose fear to touch the dead child's 
brow, tliough chill, as slie curled the silken hair around 
it, nor to take her tiny liand, and clasp a flower withm 
iU fingers. Aftcrwaid. when she looked through the 
pane of glass in the co(Bn-lid, and beheld Mary's face, it 
seemed not so much like death, or life, as like a wax- 
work, wrought into the perfect inyige of a child asleep, 
and dreaming of its motlier's smile. Rose thought her 
too (air a thing to be hidden in tlie grave, and wondered 
that an angel did not anateh up little Mary's eoflin, and 
bear tiie slumbering babe to heaven, and bid her wake 
immortal. But when tlie sods were laid on little Mary, 
the heart of Rose was troubled. She shuddered at the 
fantasy, that, in graaping the child's cold fingen, her 
mgiii hand had cscluuged a fint greeting with mo^ 
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tality, and could never lose the earthly tamt How 
many a greeting since! But as yet, she was a fair 
young girl, with the dewdrops of fresh feeling in her 
bosom ; and instead of Rose, which seemed too mature 
a name for her half-opened beauty, her lover called her 
Rosebud. 

The rosebud was destined never to bloom for Edward 
Fane. His mother was a rich and haughty dame, with 
all the aristocrat io prejudices of colouiai times. She 
scorned Rose Grafton's humble parentage, and caused 
her son to break his faith, though, had she let him 
choose, he would Imve prized his Rosebud above the 
richest diamond. Tiie lovers parted, and liave seldom 
met again. Bath may have visited the same mansions, 
but not at the same time; for one was bidden to the 
festal lull, and the other to the siek-eliambcr; ho was 
the guest of Pleasure and Prosperity, and she of Anguish. 
Rose, after tlieir separation, was long seeludcd within the 
dwelling of Mr. Tootliaker, whom slie married with the 
revengeful hope of breaking her false lover's heart. She 
went to her bridegroom's arms with bitterer tears, they 
say, than young girls ought to shed at the threshold of 
the bridal ehamber. Yet, though her husband's head 
was getting gray, and his heart bad been ehilled with an 
autumnal frost. Rose soon began to love him, and won* 
dercd at her own conjugal aff(Qetion. He was all she had 
to love ; there were no ehildren. 

In a year or two, poor Mr. Toothaker was visited 
witli a wearisome infirmity which settkd in his joints, 
and made liim weaker than a child. He crept forth 
about Ilia business, and came home at dinner-time and 
eventide, not with the manly tread tliat ghddens a 
wife's heart, but sk>wly, feebly, jotting down each dull 
footstep with & melaneholy iiolh of hia staff. We mual 
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pudon Us pretty wife» if sbe aometlmes blnslied to own 
him. Her visitor^ vhen Uicy heard him coming, looked 
lor the appearance of some old, old man ; but he dragged 
his nerveless limbs into the parlor,— and there was Mr. 
Toothaker ! The disease increasing, he never went into 
the sunshiny save with a staff in his right hand and his 
left on his wife's shoulder, bearing hcavilj downward, 
like a dead man's hand. Thus, a slender woman, still 
koking maiden-like, she supported his tall, broad-chested 
frame along the pathway of their little garden, and 
plucked tho roses for her gray-haired husband, and spoke 
soothuigly, as to an mfaut. His mind was palsied with 
his body ; its utmost energy was peevishness. In a few 
months more, she helped him up the staircase, with a 
pause at every step, and a longer one upon the huiding- 
pkee, and a heavy gUtncc behind, as he crossed tho 
threshold of his chamber. Ho knew, poor man, that the 
precincts of those four walls would thenceforth bo his 
world, » his world, his homo, his tomb, — at ouoo a 
dwelling and a burial-place, till he were borne to a darker 
and a narrower ono. But Rose was with liim m tlie 
tomb. He leaned upon her, in his daily passage from 
the bed to the chair by the fireside, and back again from 
the weary chair to the joyless bed,— his bed and hers, — 
their marriage-bed ; till even this short journey ceased, 
and his head lay all day upon the pillow, and hen all 
night beside it. How long poor Mr. Toothaker was 
kept m miseiy ! Death socmed to draw near the door, 
and often to lift the ktch, and sometimes to thrust his 
ugly skull into Uie chamber, nodding to Rose, and point- 
ing at lier husband, but still delayed to enter. '* This 
bedridden wretch cannot escape me 1 " quoth Death. '' I 
will go forth, and run a race with the swift, and fight a 
baitlo with tho strong; and oome back for Toothaker aft 
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my leisure !"* O, when the deliverer came so near in tho 
dull anguish of her worn-out sympathies, did she never 
long to cry, ** D2ath, come in ! " 

But, no ! We have no right to ascribe such a wish to 
our friend Rose. She never failed in a wife's duty to 
her poor sick husband. She murmured not, though a 
glimpse of tho sunny sky was as strange to her as him, 
nor answered peevishly, though his complaining accents 
roused her from her sweetest dream, only to sliare his 
wretchedness. He knew her faith, yet nourished a can- 
kered jealousy ; and when the slow disease lind chilled 
all his heart, save ono lukewann spot, whicli Death's 
frozen fingcra wore searching for, his last words were, 
" Wliat would my Rose liavo done for her first love, if sho 
has been so true and kind to a sick old man like mo! *' 
And then his poor soul crept away, and left tho body 
lifeless, though liardly more so than for years before, and 
Rose a widow, though in truth it was the wcdJiug-uight 
that widowed her. Sbe felt glad, it must be owned, 
when Mr. Toothaker was buried, because his corpse had 
retained such a likeness to the man half alive, that sho 
hearkened for the sad murmur of his voice, bidding her 
shift his pillow. But all through the next winter, though 
the grave had held him many a month, she fancied him 
calling from that cold bed, " Rose I Rose ! come put a 
bhmket on my feet ! " 

So now tho Rosebud was the Widow Toothaker. Her 
troubles liad come early, and, tedious as they seemed, 
had passed before all her bloom was fled. She was still 
(air enough to captivate a baclielor, or, witli a widow's 
elieerful gravity, she might have won a widower, stealing 
into his heart in tlie veiy guise of his dead wife. But 
the Widow Tootlmker had no such projects. By her 
watohiugs and continual cares, her heart had become knit 
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to her first husband with a constancj vhich changed its 
Teiy nature, and made her love him for his infirmi- 
ties, and infirmity for his sake. When the palsied old 
nan was gone, even her early lover eould not have sup- 
plied his plaee. She had dwelt in a sick^hamber, and 
been tlie companion of a half-dcad wretch, till she could 
sc9«cely breathe m a free air, and felt ill at ease with the 
healthy and the happy. She missed the fragrance of the 
doctor's stuff. She walked the chamber with a noise- 
less footfall. If visitors came in, she spoke in soft and 
soothing accents, and was startled and shocked by their 
lond voices. Often in the lonesome evening, she looked 
timorously from the fireside to the bed, with almost a 
hope of reeognixing a ghastly face upon the pillow. 
Tlien went her thoughts sadly to her husband's grave. 
If one impatient throb had wronged him in his lifetime, 
— if she had secretly repined, because her buoyant youth 
was imprisoned with his torpid age, — if ever, while 
ilnmbcriug beside him, a treacherous dream had admitted 
another into her heart, —yet the sick man had been pre- 
paring a revenge, which the dead now claimed. On his 
painful pillow, he had cast a spell around Iicr ; his groans 
and misciy liad proved more captivating charms than 
gayety and youthful grace; in his sembknee. Disease 
itself had won the Rosebud for a bride ; nor could his 
death dissolve the nuptials. By that indissoluble bond 
she had gained a home in every sick-chamber, and no- 
where else ; tliere were her brethren and sisten ; thither 
her husband summoned her, with tliat voice which had 
seemed to issue from the grave of Toothaker. At length 
she rscogniied her destiny. 

We have beheld her u the naid, the wife, the widow; 
BOW we see her in a separate and iusuhted charaeter; 
iha wasb m all her attributes^ Nunc Toothaker. And 



Kurse Toothaker alone, with her own shrivelled lips^ 
could make known her experience in that capacity. 
What a history might she record of the great sicknessesi 
in which she has gone hand in Itand with the exterminat- 
ing angel ! She remembers when the small-pox hoisted 
a red launer on almost every house along the street She 
has witnessed when tlio typhus fever swept off a whole 
household, young and old, all but a lonely mother, who 
vainly shrieked to follow her last loved one. Where 
would be D^atii's triumph, if none lived to weep f She 
can speak of strange mabdies tliat liave broken out, as 
if spontaneously, but were found to have been imported 
from foreign bnds, with rich silks and other merchandise, 
tlie costliest portion of the cargo. And once, she recol- 
lects, the people died of what was considered a new pes- 
tilence, till the doctors traced it to the ancient grave of 
a young girl, who thus caused many deaths a hundred 
years after her own burial. Strange tliat such black mis- 
chief should lurk in a maiden's grave ! She loves to tell 
how strong men fight with fiery fevers, utterly refusing to 
give up their breath ; and how consumptive virgins fado 
out of the world, scarcely reluctant, as if thoir lovers 
were wooing them to a far countiy. Tell us, thou fear- 
ful woman! tell us the death-secrets! Fain would I 
search out the meaning of words, faintly gasped with 
intermingled sobs, and broken sentences, half audiUj 
spoken between earth and the judgment^eat ! 

An awful woman ! She is the patron saint of yoong 
physicians, and the bosom friend of old ones. In the 
mansions where she enters, the inmates provide them- 
selves block garments; tlio ooffia-maker follows her; 
and the bell tdls as she comes away from the threshold. 
Death himself has met her at so many a bedside, that 
he pnta forth his bonj* hand to greet Nune Toothaker. 
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8he is an awfid woman! And, O, b ii 6onoeiTaUe» 
that this bandmaid of baman infirmity and afiiiction^- 
80 darkly stained, so thorouglily imbued vitb all tbat 
is saddest in the doom of mortab— can ever again be 
bright and gladsome, even thougli bathed in the sun* 
shine of eteniity ? By her long couimuuiou with voe, 
has she not forfeited her inherilauce of immortal joyF 
Does any germ of bliss sunrire vitliiu her? 

Ilark ! ait eager knoekuig at Nurse Toutliakcr's door. 
She starts from her drowsy revery, sets aside the empty 
tumbler and teaspoon, and lights a bmp at the dim em- 
bers of the fire. Rap, rap, rap ! again ; and she hurries 
adown the staircase, wondering which of her friends can 
be at death's door now, since there is such an earnest 
messenger at Nurse Toothaker's. Again the peal re- 
sounds, just as her hand is on the lock. " Be quick. 
Nurse Toothaker ! " cries a man on the doorstep; "old 
General Fane b taken with the gout in hb stomach, and 
bas sent for you to watch by lib death-bed. Make luiste, 
for there b no time to lose ! " " Fane ! Edward Fane I 
And has he sent for me at bst? I am ready ! I will 
get on my cloak and begone. So," adds the sable-gowned. 
ashon-Ybaged, funereal oU figure, " Edward Fane remem- 
ben hb Rosebud ! " 

Our question b answered. There b a germ of bliss 
within her. Her long-hoarded constancy — her memoty 
of the bliss tliat was^remaining amid the gloom of her 
after life, like a sweet-smelling flower in a coffin, b a 
symbol tliat all may be renewed. In some happbr clime, 
the Rosebud may reriYO agun with all the dewdrops in 
its 
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A PAZBT UDOEHD. 

HAVE sometimes produced a singnbr and not 
unpleasing efiect, so far u my own mind was 
concerned, by imagining a train of 



in which the spirit and mechanism of the fairy legend 
should be combined with the eharscters and manners of 
familiar life. In the little tale which follows, a subdued 
tinge of the wild and wonderful b thrown over a aketeh 
of New England personages and scenery, yet, it b hoped, 
without entirely obliterating the sober hues of nature. 
Rather than a story of CYeuts cbimuig to be real, il 
may be considered as an allegory, such as the writen 
of the last century would have expressed in the shape 
of an Eastern tale, but to which I have endeavored to 
give a more life-like warmth than oouU be infused into 
Uiose fanciful productions. 

In the twilight of a summer ere, a tall, daik figure^ 
over which long and remote travel had thrown an out> 
hndish aspect, was entering a village, not in ''FUiy 
Londe,** but within our own familiar boundaries. The 
staff, on whidi thb traveller leaned, had been hb con- 
panion from the spot where it grew, in the jungles of 
Hindostan; the hat, that overshadowed hb sombre brow, 
had shielded him from the suns of Spain; bntUseheek 
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bad been blackened hj tbe itd-bot wind of an Arabian 
deaerti and bad felt tbe frozen breatb of an Arctio region. 
Long aojonming amid wild and dangerons men, be atiU 
wore beneatb bis Test tbe atagfaan wbieb be bad onoe 
atmck into tbe tbroat of a Turkbb robber. In eveiy 
foreign clime be bad lost sometbing of bis New England 
cbaractcristics; and, perbaps, from everj people be bad 
nneonsciouslj borrowed a new peculiarity ; so tbat wben 
tbe world-wanderer again trod tbe street of bis native 
▼iUage, it is no wonder tbat be passed nnrooognised, 
tbongb exciting tbe gaze and curiositj of all. Yet, as 
bis arm casually toucbed tbat of a young woman, wbo 
was wending ber way to an eTenbg lecture, abe started, 
and abnost uttered a cry. 

" Balpb Craufidd ! " wu tbe name tbat sbe balf artio- 
nkted. 

''Can tbat be my old phymate, Faitb Egerton?*' 
Ibonglit tbe traveller, looking round at ber figure^ but 
witbout pausing. 

Ralpb CranGeld, from bis yontb upward, bad felt 
bimself marked out for a bigb destiny. He bad im- 
bibed tbe idea — we say not wbctber it were revealed 
to bim by witcbcraft, or in a dream of propbecy, or tbat 
bis brooding fancy bad palmed its own dictates upon 
bim as tbe oracles of a Sibyl — but be bad imbibed 
tbe idea, and beld it firmest among bis articles of faitb, 
tbat tbree marvellous events of bis life were to be con- 
finned to bim by tbree signs. 

Tbe first of tbese tbree fatalities, and peibaps tbe 
one on wbieb bis youtbful imagination bad dwelt moat 
fondly, was tbe ducovery of tbe maid, wbo alone, of 
an tbe maids on eartb, oould make bim liappy by ber 
love. He wu to roam around tiie world till lio should 
Met A bcautifiil womai^ wearing on ber bosom n Jewel 
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in tbe sbape of a beart ; wbctber of pearl, or ruby, or 
emen&ld, or carbuucle, or a changeful opal, or perhaps 
a priceless diamond, Balpb CrauiielJ little cared, ao 
long as it were a beart of oue peculiar sha|)e. On 
eneounteriug this lovely stranger, ho was bouud to ad- 
dress her thus : " Maiden, I have brouglit you a heavy 
heart. May I rest its weight on you?" Aud if sbe 
were his fated bride, — if their kindred souls were des- 
tined to form a uuiou here below, which all eternity 
should only bind more closely, — she would reply, with 
ber fiug:»r on tli3 heart-shaped jewel, "This token, which 
I have worn so long, is the assurance that you may ! " 

Aud, secondly, llolph Crauficld had a finn belief that 
tltcro was a migiity treasure hidden somewhere in the 
earth, of wliieli the burbl-pbce would be revealed to 
none but him. When his feet should press upon the 
mysterious spot, there would bo a hand before bim, 
point iug downward, — whether carved of marble, or 
bewn iu gigaatie dimensions on the side of a rocky 
precipice, or perchance a band of fiame in empty air, bo 
could not tell ; but, at least, be would discern a hand, 
tlie forefinger pointing downward, and beueath it the 
Lathi wonl ErfODB, — Dig 1 And digging thereabouts^ 
the gold iu coin or ingots, the precious stones, or of 
whatever else the treasure might consist, would bo oer^ 
tain to rswanl his toil. 

Tbe third and hist of tbe miraculous events in tbe life 
of this high-dsstined man was to be the attainment of 
extensive bfluenoe and sway over his fcUow^reaturea. 
Whether he wore to be a king, and founder of an hered- 
itary throne, or the victorious leader of a people eon« 
tending for their freedom, or the apostle of a purified 
and rcgsuoratcd faith, was led for futurity to sliow. As 
mcssougers of the sign, by which lialph Cniufield might 
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vBcogniae the tummons, three Tenenblo men were to 
daim audienoe of him. The chief among them, a digni- 
fied and majestie person, amjcd, it maj be aupposed, in 
the ikiwing garments of an ancient aage, would be the 
bearer of a wand, or prophet's rod. With this wand, or 
lod, or staC the Tenerable sage wooki tiiee a certain 
figure in the air, and then proeecd to make known his 
haTcn-instructed message ; which, if obejed, must lead 
to glorious results. 

With thb proud fate before him, in the flush of his 
imagiuatiTe youth, Ralph Cnnfield had set forth to seek 
the maid, the treasure, and the vcncFihle sage, with his 
gift of eitoided empire. And had he found them? Alas! 
it was not w&h the aspect of a triumphant man, who had 
aehieved a nobler dcstinj than all his fellows, but rather 
with the gloom of one struggling against peculiar and 
continual adrernf j, that he now passed homeward to his 
mother's eotlage. He had come buck, but ouly for a 
time, to hy aside the pilgrim's staff, trusting tliat his 
weai;y manhood would rcgaiu somewlwt of I ho elasticity 
of youth, in llio spot where his threefold fate Iwd been 
Ibresliown him. There had been few cluingcs in the 
village; lor it was not one of those thriving places where 
a year's prosperity makes more than the havoc of a 
centttiy'a decay ; but like a grey hair in a young man's 
bead, an antiquated little town, full of old maids, and 
aged elms, and moss-grown dwellings. Few seemed to 
be the changes here. The drooping elms, indeed, had 
a more majestic spread; the wnther-bhickened houses 
were adoraed with a denser thatch of verdant moss ; and 
doubtless there were a few more gnvestones in the 
burial-greuad, inscribed with names that had onoe been 
fiuniliar in the viUage stroet Tet, snmming up all the 
misehief that tea yean had wrought, it seemed soaro^ 
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more than if Ralph Cranfield had gone forth that very 
morning, and dreamed a daydream till the twiliglit, and 
then turned back again. But his heart grew cold, be- 
cause the village did not remember him as he remembered 
the vilkge. 

" Here » the change ! " sighed he, striking his hand 
upon his breast ** l¥ho is this man of thought and care, 
weaiy with world-wandering, and heavy with disappouitcd 
hopes? The youth returns not, who went forth so joy- 
ously ! •• 

And now Ralph Cranfield was at his mother's gate, in 
front of the small house where the old lady, with slender 
but SttiScicut means, had kept herself comfortable dniiug 
her son's long absence. Adroiltiug himself within the 
enclosure, he leaned against a great, old tree, trifling 
with his own impatience, as people often do in thoee 
intervals when yean are summed into a moment. Ho 
took a minute survey of tlie dwelling, — its windows^ 
brightened with the sky-gleam, its doonray, with the 
half of a uiiil-stone for a step, and the faintly traced path 
waving tlieuco to the gate, lie nndo friends again with 
his ehiUlhood's friend, the old tree against which he 
leaned; and glancing his ejo adown its trunk, beheU 
something that excited a mcUmcholy smile. It was a 
half-obliterated inscription — tho Latin word ErrODB — 
which he remembered to have carved in tlie bark of the 
tree, with a whole day's toil, when he had first begun to 
muse about bis exalted destiny. It miglit bo accounted 
a rather singular ooincidence, tliat the bark, just above 
the inscription, had put forth an excrescence, sliaped not 
unlike a hand, with tlie forefinger pointing obliquely at 
the word of iate. Such, at hut, was its appearance in 
the dusky liglit 
*^Kow a credulous maUf" said Ralph CranfieU care- 
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leasljr to liimscif, ''iDi6:bt suppose tliat (ho trcasaro which 
I Invo souglit round the world lies buried, after all, at 
the very door of mj mother's dweliing. That would bo 
a jest indeed!*' 

More he thought not about (he matter; for now (lie 
door was opened, and an elderly woman appeared on (he 
threshold, peering into the dusk to discover who it might 
be tliat liad iu(ruded on her premises, and was standing 
in the shadow of her tree. It was l^Ipli Cninficld's 
mother. Pass we over their greeting, and leave the one 
to her joj and the other to his rcst» — if quiet rest be 
found. 

But when morning broke, he arose with a troubled 
brow; for his slcq> and his wakefulness had alike been 
full of dreams. All the fervor was rekindled with which 
be had burned of jorc to unmvel the threefold mystery 
of his fate. The crowd of his early visions seemed to 
bare awaited liim beneath his mother's roof, aud thronged 
riotously around to welcome his return. In the well- 
remembered clumber — on the pillow whcro his infancy 
bad slumbered — ho had ])asscd a wilder night than ever 
in an Arab tent, or when he had reposed his head ui the 
ghastly shades of a haunted forest. A shadowy maid 
had stokn to his bedside, and laid her fitigcr on the 
seintilbting heart; a hand of flame had glowed amid 
tlie darknesSi pointing downward to a mystery within the 
earth; ahoaiy sngo had waved his proplictie wand, and 
beckoned the dreamer onward to a chair of state. The 
•sme plumtoms, though fainter in the daylight, still flitted 
about (he cottage, and mingled among tlie crowd of famil. 
iar laees that were drawn thither by the news of llalph 
Cnuifietd's vstum. to bid him welcome for his mother's 
nke. There they found him, a tall, dark» stately man, 
of fimigii aapeeCi ooniteous in demeanor and miU of 
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speech, yet with an abstracted eye, which seemed often 
to snatch a ghiuoe at the invisible. 

Meantime the Widow CraiiGeld went bustUiig about 
the house full of joy that she again had somebody to 
love, aud bo careful of, aud for whom she might vex aud 
tease herself with the petty troubles of daily life. It was 
nearly noon, when she looked forth from tho door, and 
descried three personages of note coming along thcstrect, 
through the hot sunshine and the mosses of dm-troo 
shade. At length they reached her gatCi aud undid tho 
htch. 

" 820, Ralph ! " exehiimed she, with maternal pride, 
"here is Squiro Uawkwood and tho two otlicr select- 
men coming on purpose to see you ! Now do tell them 
a good long stoiy about vhot you have seen iu foreign 
parts." 

The foremost of tlu) throe Tisiton, Squiro Hawkwood, 
was a very pompous, but excellent old gentlenwn, the 
head aud prime mover in all the affairs of tho villoge, 
and universally acknowledged to be one of tlio sagest 
men on earth. lie wore, according to a fashion, oven 
then becoming antiquated, a three-cornered hat» and 
carried a silver-headed cane, the use of wliich seemed to 
be rather for flourishing ui the air than for assisting tlio 
progress of his legs. Ilis two companions were elderly 
and respectable yeomen, who, retaining an antc-revolu* 
tionary rovorciieo for rank aud hereditary wcnltli, kept a 
little iu the Squire's rear. As they approached along tho 
pathway, llalph Cranfiehl sat in an oaken elbow^)hair« 
half unconsciously gaxuig at tho three visitors, and en- 
veloping their homely figures in tho misty romance that 
pervaded his mental world. 

*' Here," Uiouglit he» smiUng at the oonceit» — ^ hero 
oomo throe oldeii^ perMmagei^ and tho dxat of tho thxeo 
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i» m TOienblo aago with « sUff. What if Uils embaasr 
tbotiJd bnng me tho message of mj fate ! •• 

WhUc Squire Hawkirood aud bis colleagues entcied, 
Ralph rose from his seat, and advanced a few steps to 
itceive Ihero ; and his stately Hguro and dark counle- 
nance, as he bent oourteouslj towanis his guests, M a 
natural dignity, contrasting wdl with the hustling im- 
portancc of the Squire. Tbe old gentleman, aeeording to 
invariable custom, gave an ehiborate preliminary flourish 
with his ^ne m the air, then rcmorcd his thrcc^ornercd 
bat Ml order to wipe liis brow, and finally proceeded to 
make known his errand. 

"My collcnguesand myself." began the Squire, "are 
burdened with momentous duties, being joiully select- 
men of this vilhigc. Our minds, for the space of three 
days past, have been hboriously bent on the selection of 
a suitable person to fill a most important ofiicc, aud take 
upon hunself a charge and rule, which, wisely eonsidcrcd, 
may be ranked no lower tlmu those of kings and poten- 
tattt. And whereas you, our native townsman, are of 
good natural intellect, aud well cultivated by foreign 
travel, and tluit certain ragarics and fantasies of your 
youth are doubtless long ago corrected ; taking all these 
matten, I say, into due consideration, we are of opinion 
tliat Providenco hath sent you hither, at this juncture. 
for our rery purpose." 

During this liarangue, Cranfield gazed fixedly at the 
speaker, as if he beheld something mysterious and un- 
cartlily m his pompous little figure, and as if the Squire 
bad worn the flowing robes of an ancient sngc, instead of 
a square-skirted ooat, flapped waistcoat, velvet breeches, 
and silk stockings. Nor was his wonder without sufii- 
oent cause ; for the flourish of the Squire's staff, marvel- 
kna to idat^ bad dewribed precisely tho signal in tha 
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air which was to ratify the message of the propheiio 
Sage, whom Cranfield had sought around the world. 

•• Aud wliat," inquired Ralph Cranfield, with a tremor 
in hb voice, — " what may this office be, which is to equal 
me with kings and potentates ? " 

" No less than instructor of our vilhigo school,'' an- 
swered Squire Ilawkwood; "theoflice being now vacant 
by tho djath of the venerable Master Whitoker, after a 
fifty years' ineumlxjiiey." 

'• I will consider of your proposal," replied Ralph 
Cranfield, hurriedly, " and wUl make known my decision 
within three days." ^ 

After a few more words, the village dignitary and his 
eompauiotts took their leave. But to Cranfield's fancy 
their images were still present, and became more and 
more invested with the dim awfulness of figures which 
had first appeared to him in a dream, and afterwards had 
shown themselves in his waking moments, assuming 
homely aspeeU among familiar things. His mind dwelt 
upon tho features of the Squire, till they grew confused 
with thoso of the vbionary Sage, and one appeared but the 
shadow of the other. The same visage, he now tliought» 
had looked forth upon him from tho Pyramid of Cheops ; 
the same fonn had beckoned to him among the colonnades 
of the Alhambra; the same figure had mistily revealed 
itself through tho ascending steam of the Great Geyser. 
At every effort of his memory he recognized some trait 
of the dreamy Messenger of Destiny, in this pompous, 
bustling, self-important, little great man of the village. 
Amid such musings Ralph Cranfield sat all day in the 
cottage, scarcely liearing and vaguely answering his 
mother's thousand questions about his travels and ad- 
ventures. At sunset he roused himself to take a stroll, 
and, passmg the t^ elm-tree, his eye was again cangbt 
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bj tbe ssnibUmoe of a hand, pointing domnrard at the 
ludf-oblilerated inscription. 

Aa Craiificld walked down tlie street of tlie Tillage, 
tbe IcTcl suiibeama threw lib sliadow far before liim ; and 
be (ancicd (liat, as bis shadow walked among distant ob- 
jeels, so liad I here been a presentiment stalking in ad- 
vance of him tbrougbont bis life. And when ho drew 
near each object, orer wliicb bis tall shadow had pirecdcd 
bim, still it proved to bo one of the familiar rceollcetious 
of his infancy and youth. Every crook in the iMthway 
was ivmenihcrcd. Even the more transitory chameter* 
istics of the scene were tlie same as in bygone days. A 
company of cows were grazing on the grassy roadside, and 
icfrcslied him with their fragrant breath. " It is sweeter/' 
thought lie, " than the perfume which was wafted to our 
ship from the Spice Ishuids." The round little figure of 
a diild rolled from a doorway, and lay kiughiiig almost 
beneath Craiificld's feet. Tlie dark and stately man 
stooped down, and, lifting the infant, rc?8tored him to his 
niotlier*s anns. "Tlie children," said ho to himself, 
and siglied, and smiled, — "the children arc to bo my 
cbaige ! ** And while a flow of natural feeling gushed 
like a wellspring in bis heart, be came to a dwelling 
which he could nowise forbear to enter. A sweet voieo. 
which seemed to come from a deep and tender soul, was 
warbling a plaintive little air, within. 

He bent his head, and paued through tbo lowly door. 
As bis foot sounded upon the thresliold, a yonng woman 
advanced from tbe dusky interior of tlie bouse, at first 
hastily, and then with a moro uncertain step, till they 
net face to faoe. Tliero was a singular contrast in their 
two iigures; be dark and picturesque, — one who had 
battled with tbo worU, — whom all suns Imd slione upon, 
aiadwbQMaU winds hid blown on a variod ooum; aba 
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of kindred feeling, fluhing upward anew from nai«. 
"^vl'S^Slcome home ! " «id F«th Egerton. 

^rcZ7i did not i""«<^«^y,--;^ Jr. Hea^ 
Wbecaca«glab,.nor«««ntmtto.U^,«^|J^ ^^ 

on h» ahadowy teafcu "» "T „ . , »_.rtoa, 

gold lettiug. as a partmg f •^^^.J^ifcS^^^ hfl, •» 
"So, Faith, jou haro kept the Heart! ma ao, 

^ic»." «dd .he. blushing deeply; then "«" Wj; 
- J what^ hTtc you brought »o &o« beyond th. 

,ords by an uncontrollab« mipube. l^re ^ 
you noUiing but a heavy heart 1 May I nai u. w^W 

~.?Srtoken. whieh I have -"fj^^ir^jil^ 
Uying her trcmulou. finger on the lleart. bUiomw 

•^pifh' RSV-'cried Cranfield. eb.pi»g her in h» 
" Faith 5 f •'"';?;"' ^^ - viid aud weary dream 1 

'Tc^Z^^TSt'L. at Ut. To find the 

„y^Si2; tlurc. he wa. ^^J^^ 'jS^'S 
aithfii'. dwelling, Mid wap »»• prodncU I iB«e«» - 
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wiiiike oommand, or regal or religious sway, lie was to 
rule over tlie village eliiMren ! Aud now the visionaiy 
Ifaid had faded from his fiuicy, aud iu her pkoc ho saw 
the pkj[mate of his childhood ! Would all, who cherish 
such wild wishes, but look around them, thej woukl oftcn- 
est find their sphere of dutj, of prosperity, and happiness 
within those precincts, and in tliat station where Provi- 
dence itself has east their lot Happy they who read the 
without a weaiy woildFsearolii or a lifetime speni 
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